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And with the aoondlng lake, and with the aoanlng aVy. 
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THE 



BARD OF THE NORTH. 



Hb had ambition — ^but it was the love 

To hold communion with the uniyene. 

Ocean and sunshine, clouds and cataracts, 

Those mighty impulses, that live and speak 

The language of eternity — ^the words 

Of the Inyisible, from sea and sky, 

And the fisir breathless solitudes — ^whose wastes ' 

Stretch in among the everlasting hills. 

He loved to speak with nature, and to stand 

Alone upon the icy mountain's cheek, 

When the sun set^ and o'er the western deep 

His wings of glory deepen'd ; or when down 

The gorges of the Highlands, fierce and &r, 

The midnight storm came howling, whirling round 

The ancient forests, whose gigantic spurs 

Were deep indented in the solid rock. 

There was a st^nge, mysterious link which bound 

Hia spirit to the wild and beautiful, 

The high, untrodden solitudes of earth. 

Where the flowers bloom not, and the rarest moss 

If crisp'd to iroft-work,^-where aloft, alone, 

A 



2 BAKD OF THE NORTH. 

The maaees of the pine woods heaye, and loll 

Their echoes like far thunder,— -where the bird. 

The gaunt, majestic eagle, loves to keep 

Her tfarpoe above the world. The voiceless moor. 

That, like an ocean, spreads its waves of broom. 

Lone glittering to the moonlight, had a charm. 

Which, like the soul of solemn music, came 

Across his heart-strings; and when, rising o'er 

The sad and solitary swells of heath. 

The midnight stanhine briglrtenedy and revealed 

The grey stones in their lonely beds of mosi^— - 

Those simple monuments, which ancieiit tribes 

Reared o'er the hunter's solitary:bone% 

Or, holier &r, on martyr aahfis,— he 

Has felt a powers a glory, and a ^pell 

Warp their strong hvka around his aoul^ until 

Each sense became «i paflsion^ and a pari 

Of the wild waste and wave-xesouadiiig shore. 

Though bom 'mid busy thousands, ha had heard 
The voice of nature, and the many tosflSc 
That come tiom her high tabeiWMsles; Mom 
And Summer, blight and bluenByed^ called him on 
To scale the green hills, and^ like q^irit, sit 
High on the grey, the cloud-dividiog crags 
Of the bald-headed mountains ; them to drink 
The music of creation. Ho was one 
Whom the wild, wandering visions of romance 
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Had made fSuniliar with the waite ; hit heart 
And spirit had a hmgnage of its own^ 
Whichy like the Fendan ai old days, outpomred 
Its feelingg forth to God, irfaen none beheld 
The wonhip or the womhipper ; he pxayed, 
B«t not in temples built with hands^ but on 
The. iky-payed precipices^ where the winds 
Strike their strong harps^ and in the joy^ the thrill, 
The melody of nature^ hymn to Hearen. 
Creation was his parent — everything ; 
He loTcd her in her various forms^ — ^the sea. 
That det^y dark, rolling universe of waves. 
Which seems the mantle of eternity. 
Covering a mighty spirit — sun, and dbade. 
The sky's blue wilderness^ in which the stars 
Meet in tiieir nighty wanderings, and shine, 
Like loveiB, 'mid the massy clouds— the wind. 
That desert s e a ar oher, with his mountain pipe, 
Their joyous minstrel — or when in the east 
The red moon rose, and, like a wandering ghost. 
Looked through the black and melancholy pines. 
That stood unshaken in their heaviness. 
On the far azure uplands. Poetry, 
That wild and glorious nymph, had made him hers ; 
He saw her beauty, and he followed her. 
Unmindful of the cold and bigot frown 
Of the earth's hearties dwellers ; he had proved 
Had tried, and tasted of her miseries ; 
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i BARO OF THE NORTH. 

Yet did he gird, his loins^ content to be 

The humblest of her followers, and take 

His journey with her^ 'gainst the chance and chan^ 

Of Fortune in her gloomiest moods, and bear 

The buffets of her hireling worshippers, — 

Those slow and plodding blood-hounds of their lac 

Who track the miserable, and run them down ; 

Who crack the sinews of the nobly proud, 

Spewing the venom of their base-bom souls 

Upon the bare, and oft unfriended, head 

Of genius and her ofikpring. He was one 

Schooled in adversity — ay, she had twined 

His heartstrings silently, but firmly, so 

As not to snap at every chilling blast 

Blown from the lips of fortune — ^he was reared 

By her in winter ; and, when summer came. 

The old dame shook him frankly by the hand. 

Unbarred the door of her bleak school, and bade 

Her son go on and prosper— and he went 

Fotth on the frosty pilgrimage of life. 

To face its tempests, and to fling them back 

With the strong arm of virtue and resolve. 

Such was his tutor, such his tutorage ; 
When, in his twentieth summer, he forsook 
The spacious streets of Clutha's capital. 
To cross the deserts, and to roam awhile 
Amid the splendid valleys of the west. 
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To gather in their dim traditions, and 
Weave them again in many an artless song. 
With staff and scrip, and wallet at his back. 
Like the old pilgrims, of the far-off days. 
Of lone lona, or the hunter tribes. 
The brotherhood of Ossian, whose cairns 
Are scattered o'er the high and silent moors. 
Like ancient dial stones, where time has moved 
Ten centuries in obliyion, he crossed, 
light as their own wild deer, the Highland hills. 
And drank the waters which the riven rocks. 
Great fountains chiseled by Omnipotence, 
Spewed from their mossy fractures ; and his bread. 
Such as he bought from the grey cottagers. 
Who gave it with their blessing, as he went 
To hear the Eternal's praises from the lips 
Of solitary stream, or journeying breeze. 
That in its own high kingdom lives and sings 
Along the shining desert, curling up 
From their snow-cradles, on the wildest hills. 
The cloud-like masses of the pine woods, where 
The thunder-loving eagle keeps, unscared. 
Her lone dominion* As the wanderer went. 
The sun was flinging back the locks of night, 
In wild and beauteous grandeur, from the hills. 
To let the morning kiss them ; and the crags. 
The higher peaks of the grey heights, began 
To find themselves serener spots in heaven^ 

a3 



6 BARD OF THE NORTH. 

Nought but the tall trees on the topmoit eUfb, 

Doing obeiaance to the sovereign hveeie. 

Were moTing in the sunshine. As he pa s se d 

That waste which fiowns between Hie hilk of Clyde 

Northward to Gamprie's green and sabbath IbUs^ 

Now on the fiirthest ridge of Stockie Moor, 

He sat and gaaed on that great world of heath, 

And fractured clifis, that, like grey monuuMiits, 

Are pitched athwart the brown hills— 4lHit lone height 

From which the first view of our westwn Alpis 

Springs, like an awful and majestic wall 

Filed to the clouds, and crowding in their strength 

Round the deep waters of fiiir Lomond's lake. 

Loch Lomond ! — ^name of magic !— with that word. 

All that was lovely rushed upon 1^ soul ; 

All that is glorious and 8d>lime on earth 

Breathes in that fairy echo. Long he gaaed 

On Scotland's western wilderness of peaks. 

Which from that lone moor broke upon his eye ;— 

There all is mighty and majestic— all 

Silent and shadowy as the land of death; 

Far skies^ and floating clouds, and awful steeps. 

That in their silence look a part of heaven ; 

Huge heaths of solemn brown, which take no change 

Unless when darkened by Hie passing storm. 

The sweeping shower-mist, the Atlantic clouds. 

Or summer's thunder, from whose pitchy folds 

The transient ladden of the struggling sunshine 
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Strike outy as darting down among the Mils, 

Culm^ shining spots^ as bright as is the flash 

Of Hope within tibe bosom of Despair ; 

Shadow and light^ and desert torrents, that 

Leap firom the distant crags, and lash themselves 

To rain «'er the precipices ; woods. 

That blacken the tall mountains, in their depth 

Rolling like tempests, ere the lightning slits 

A fiery passage for the prisoned bolts 

To charge. acKOfls the spacious plain of hearen. 

All these, by harmony made one, now smote 

His-caTished senses, as he stood enrapt, 

And viewed the Highlands from that distant moor. 

Though all is now at peace, a different scene 
Once filled those rugged passes; there the clans. 
The plaided dwellers of &r Alpine tracks. 
Drove the wild, chase, ox in the ranks of death 
Charged firm and deadly. Many a fearful tak 
Of cheerless sorrow, and almighty love. 
Is sprinkled over those high solitudes. 
AcKoesthe lake, beholdest thou yon isle. 
Yon little fiiiry paradise of green ? 
Within its. liquid cradle— if your steps 
Are le.d by fancy to that silent spot-.- 
Yott will descry one solitary grave. 
One simple sepulchre, amid the fern 
That mantles the low mck-woriL : 'tis a tomb 
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Old and forgotten, that in age might seem 
The nanow house of Ossian ; o'er its face 
The seamew and the high Atlantic wind 
Are all that maketh wail ; or, when aroused 
From her rude nest, ahoYe the angry lake 
The ospray springs amid the heavy clouds 
That, rolling over Arrochar, pour down 
The glens of Luss, and in their blackness dim 
That mournful spot of death. It is a tomb 
Made sacred by the ashes of two hearts. 
Whom love had lit too fiercely : 'tis a story 
Of woman's vengeance, and of woman's love — 
A tale of other days, when Scotland sent 
Her warriors from her mountain-tracts, to charge 
The turbaned tribes of Araby, and win 
From Saracen and slave the cross of Christ. 
The victim and the beautiftil are gone. 
Passed like a cloud that held its silent path 
Athwart the sky a thousand years ago* 
They perished in life's morning, and they lie 
Amid the quiet green desert ; centuries 
Have darkened o'er them ; yet our youthful Bard 
While wandering by Loch Lomond's sunny tide. 
Heard from an ancient shepherd their sad tale. 
An old man of the mountain conned it o'er. 
In artless harmony, to wear away 
A night of tempests, as he shunned the storm. 
Beside his sheeling fire.-«-The tale ran thus : — . 
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9 Cale of ftocT) Eonumtr. 



CANTO FIRST. 



I. 



^TwAS summer — when creation wears 

A wreath as rosy as the sun ; 

When nature sleeps in flowers, nor fears 

The icy hand of colder years 

Will sear her frailest one ; 

When Love is spirit of the clime. 

And Beauty, in her moments hlythe, 

Seems to have stolen from wrinkled Time 

His glass and fatal scythe ; 

Aa all that meets the ear and eye, 

Laugtti out as if it ne'er could die. 

II. 

You that have pictured to your mind. 
The loToliest shape of womankind ; 
Exulting like a lover's heart. 
And breathing soul from every part : 
One whose white cheek, so soft and &ir. 
Would make us wish that frozen age. 
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To shrine so bright would never dare 
To make a pilgrimage : 
Who walked this breathing world of ours. 
Pure as the twain in Eden's bowen, 
Before an injured God bad cursed 
Creation's fairest and her first. 

III. 

■ 

You that have seen such cahn, such grace. 

Might faintly image forth a trace 

Of Flora's form, and Flora's face. 

There was a charm — ^like music stealing 

Along the midnight sea and sky, 

When nature in her sleep seems feeling 

A tone of rapture*— ay, 

A spell that came upon the soul, 

A magic breathing from each part. 

From every feature— till it stole 

like melody around the heart 

Her eye shot forth lore's richest glance. 

Sparkling as sunbeams when they dance 

Across the ocean's blue expanse. 

IV. 

Such was the maiden ; — ^need I tell, 
She stood not in this world alone ; 
Few yirginf with so sweet a spell 
Pine till its grace be gone. 
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No ; loTe'i wana sigh is wild and sweety 

And youthful hearts like magnets meet. 

Child of delight ! though thou art young, 

Yet is thy bosom de^ly wrong; 

Though not with soirow's poisoning dart, 

With what as quick subdues the heart. 

Though glad thine eye, and clear its beam, 

Yet love is in thy every dream ; 

And there is one whose soul would rather 

Btaye the black desert in its wiath. 

Although each thunder-blast would wither 

His soul to instant death^ 

Than tread life's dreary path, to be 

Shut firom his bosom's star — ^firom thee. 

To his rapt soul, thou art the axk, 

And he will track thee like the dore 

Which brought to that lone wandwing baric. 

When storms weie high and clouds were daric. 

The bianch of peace and love ; 

In purity of spirit, he 

Will waft the olive leaf to thee. 



V. 

Rathmor was nature's lonely child, 
A wanderer of the heathy wild ; 
Son of the solitude^ untaught, 
'Mid all his kindred heroes still. 
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SaTe that high knowledge which he caught 

From the £ur waste and frowning hilL 

And he could ttiike the harp^ and bring 

Wild dieaniB on fancy's fairy wing ; 

The songs of his romantic land, . 

Rang gently to his youthful hand ; 

And oft the magic of his strain 

Would kindle up his burning brain, 

Until his raying eye was fired. 

And prophet>like he stood inspired. 

He loYed to see the tempest's firown 

Startle tired nature from her sleep : 

He loTed to watch the sun go down, 

Broady flaming, in the deep ; 

The mouldering tower by age endeared. 

The stone by unknown hands upreared, 

The pillar round whose base had crept 

The iry, where the adder slept. 

The arch, the font, the dome sublime — 

Aught that was marked, or marred, by time. 

Could whirl his spirit on the blast. 

The fame — the fire of ages past. 



VI. 

His kindred owned his bravery — still 
They loved him more for minstrel skiU ; 
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That chann of poesy, which can 
I>elight the hold and ludest clan, 

s 

And make the savage feel as man. 

Though countless tongues eniaptured pxaised, 

And countless eyes delighted gazed 

Upon their tuneful wanior; yet 

One living orh of deepest jet 

Thrill'd through his hosom ; one he view'd, 

One only of that multitude, 

liVhose piaise could waft a thousand years 

Back on his soul with all their glory : 

While he, with fiction's horrow'd tears. 

Oft told his own wild story ; 

Sitting heneath the star of eve. 

In cither's arms hy Lomond's wave, — 

Ay, oft he felt the fluttering heave 

Her gentle bosom gave. 

As his lone tales and music came, 

A pulse within her heart of flame. 

VII. 

And, diflerent from each mountain lord. 
His glory hung not on the sword ; 
Though few like him could render still 
The tribes obedient to his will ; 
For few with heart and hand so free. 
Dealt out the spoils of victory ; 

B 
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Few could with front more fum adTanoe, 
And meet the foe with lanoe to lance ; 
Or with the Mchion nobly start 
llie last drops irom the inyader's heart. 
But he had gentler wiles; the sigh. 
The cloudless brow, the laughing eye — 
The heart of faith and constancy. 
And, oh ! more than them all^ his lay. 
Which, when expired the dreadful frsy. 
Rung forth its fairy tones of light^ 
Till loYC descended — ^like the oigiity 
Warm, glowing, with her thousand eyes» 
upon the hearts that round him clung. 
Who felt a moment's paradise. 
While their hold minstrel sung. 

VIII. 

Such was the warrior Flora loved ; 
Such was the chief that she had proved 
From childhood's hour to manhood's prime. 
Through all the changing moods of time. 
Oft have they sat, at midnight's hour. 
Alone within the alder bower. 
When eve was at her highest noon, 
And many a lone and lovely star 
lit her &ir taper at the moon. 
And hung it o'er the sea a£ftr. 
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IX. 

'Tig twilight — ^foT the clouds have met 
Around the sun on eve to set : 
"lis twilight — such as may be seen 
At that sweet season, so serene 
That even the very air feels rife 
With warmth, with harmony, and life : 
A sky of blue, a lingering cloud, 
One star seen through its azure shroud. 
Like spirit on its pathway bright 
To reach the God who gave it light. 

X. 

Such was the night when Flora strayM, 
Alone, to that calm alder shade. 
But where is Rathmor? He was wont 
To follow thee, young mountain maid, 
To the cool waters of the font ; 
And, when the moonshine play'd 
Upon its granite basin, he 
Was wont to touch his harp for thee. 
With lays, that seemM as form'd to tell 
The tale his eyes reyeaFd too well. 
He Ungers long— where is he now? 
Thy hedyy eye, thy faded brow, 
Say moons have pan'd in grief away 
Since he has left thee for the camp ; 

B 2 



16 BARD OF THE NORTH. 

When 'neath the battle's stem array 
His charger took her heavy tramp, 
With thousands more to join the powers 
Whose lances threatened Gaza's towers. 

XI. 

Flora is in the alder bower, 

Flora is thinking of that hour. 

When she has sat, as Rathmor sung 

Of loves that bloom'd when earth was youn^ 

When in his lute's impassion'd tone 

He breathed the story of his own. 

So strong the charm is round her cast, 

That all her thoughts are with the past : 

Her snood is like a wreath of pearl. 

Round which her tresses richly curl ; 

Her spirit, roused to ecstasy. 

Seems starting from her large dark eye, 

Fix'd deeply on the evening star. 

With fingers on her sweet guitar. 

So strong the spell — oh ! could it last ! 

So like the hours of days gone past, 

She quite forgot the void that roll'd 

Between her and her love, — ^but sung 

A simple strain he loVed of old. 

Till all the evening rung 

In harmony, to that shrill note 

Which warbled &om her silvery throat. 
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18 BARD OF THE NORTH. 

Have teized her for their niffian lord : 
Seldom such charms reward their sword. 
That grasp in such a night as this, 
The glimmer of their sheathless brands. 
Have roused her from her trance of bliss. 
And told her now how lone she stands. 
Her Rathmor is not by to hear 
That bitter shriek, or mark her tear ; 
Or, woe be to the foremost slave I 
His blood would stain the fountain's W!iye. 

XIII. 

But ha ! look up — what dreadAil hand 
Is waving now the battle brand ? 
Rapid as lightning in the storm. 
Above the virgin's trembling form. 
As tempest sweeps the witherM leaves 
From forests sear — his falchion cleaves 
The ruffian heads that dare advance 
Before his dark, his tiger glance ; 
So quick the aid, so fierce the foe. 
The bravest shunnM his desperate blow ; 
Which, when on life's fair fruit it fell. 
Left only dust the tale to tell— 
A quivering limb, a cloven head. 
Now stands that stranger 'mid the dead, 
Panting in solitude alone ; 
His foes have from the arbour fled. 
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A^ile Flora feels like stone, 
^nd with a shudder swoon'd away, 
^8 death had mark'd her for his own ; 
.And at the warrior's feet she lay, 

As beautifiil a form of clay 

As e'er on earth was thrown. 

XIV. 

A moment death's unearthly grace 

Spread o'er her fair but faded face ; 

'Twas but a moment — agony 

Again lit up her shrouded eye, 

And then she saw above her bent, 

like loye's own kneeling monument. 

The one who to her rescue came 

With hand of death and brow of flame ; 

She backward shrunk, till from his tongue 

Upon her ear some accents rung. 

If memory wanders not, that tone. 

Those wild impassioned words, that spell, 

Though to her heart a stranger grown. 

She thinks she knows it well : 

It flashes on her dizzy brain — 

Ah ! that hope flatter'd not in vain — 

It was a bless'd, a gentle sound ; 

She raised her eye, and look'd around, 

But, ah ! so ghastly is the brow 

That darkly hangs above her now. 
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That Tainly she deicries the trace 
Of a still fond lememberM fiuse. 

XV. 

Her trance is o'er — now^ Flora^ look. 
And well thine eyes that sight will hrook, — 
Though grief has turned his brow to stone. 
The eye of love should know its own ; 
That wreath around the spirit twined. 
That green oasis of the mind, 
That flower which time can not eflhoe 
From memory's searM yet sacred place. 

XVI. 

Know'st thou not Rathmor, though his cheek. 

Since last his fiirewell met thine ear. 

Is roughen'd with a darker streak ; 

And though his forehead looks more drear. 

And on his lip the virgin down 

Into the dark moustache is grown. 

Since last ye parted in this bower ? 

It was in such another hour ; 

Each heart was free from aught that mars 

The dimple on the cheek of mirth, 

And midnight with her crown of stars 

Stood gazing on the earth. 

Ay, look upon that sallow brow. 

And see if thou canst know him now. 
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Yf start not, though his eye seems sad, 
ime was when it was bright and glad ; 
ut griefs, which youth ne'er dreams of, press, 
.And make the heart a wilderness. 

XVII. 

The eternal star that lights the world, 
IHay in the storm be downward hurl'd, 
And nature's mighty structure change. 
As easily as the clouds that range 

The twilight sky, when walks the breeze 

Among its airy palaces — 

Ere faithful loye can e'er foiget 

The one on which his seal is set. 

Yes, Flora felt love's rapture burst 

In glory round her dizzy brain. 

As she beheld her bosom's first 

Fond idol all her own again. 

XVIII. 

And he, that wanderer of the wild. 

Bends fondly o'er his drooping flower. 

As mother o'er a long-lost child. 

While she, like sunbeam through a shower, 

In mournful beauty smiled ; 

Love speaks upon her forehead pale, 

And in her tears that brightly fall ; 

She needs them not to tell the tale— 

Her spirit feels it all. 
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And see I he moTes with laptuxe now 
llie rich daxk trenes from her hrow ; 
Which, when she drooped her gentle head. 
Had round her snow-white fillet spread. 
Like sable clouds that sometimes press 
Around the moon in playfulness. 

XIX. 

Her eye with one enraptured glance 
Seem'd to deyour him all at once ; 
Then sprang she to his throbbing breast. 
Like hunted ring-dove to her nest, 
And fondly on his bosom hid 
Her beating temples in his vest 
One tear-drop from his glad eye slid, — 
"Us vain to tell the rest. 

XX. 

Love's first emotion now is by. 
And they can draw a freer sigh : 
Seated upon the fountain's brim , 
He reads with joy his Flora's j&ce ; 
And she has twined her arms round him 
In one long, kind embrace. 

XXL 

'' Gome, wandering truant, to my heart—. 
It is thine own, and shall we part V* 
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Smiling she «dd. While he with look 
And Boul which as he utter'd ihook, 
Thus answezed^'^ Thou mayrt mark me well^ 
Yet 'twese a long, long tale to tell 
The dangnn I have hraved, since last 
We parted 'neath this alder tree : 
But, now their withering reign is past. 
They could not snatch my soul from thee. 
Yet there's a yision which can never 
Quit the hot regi<ms of my hrain, 
But haunts it day and night for ever; 
Yet, oh ! it lingers there in vain. 
It rose in solitude and glcKun, 
It vanish'd in an early tomh : 
And if I weep o'er &ded hopes, 
My tears hut add new stings to pain ; 
They're like the red volcano's drops, 
Shower'd on the lava's frozen plain. 
Firing its burning tide again. 
'Tis past — yet list, the tale is brief. 
Though every word is wing'd with grief; 
Fighting as Scotland's warriors should, 
And purple with the Moslem blood. 
Upon Byzantium's plain,— our van 
Had charged the tribes of Ottoman, 
When in the fight, my gory brand. 
Till then still faithful to my hand. 
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Shivered upon the Turkiih mail—- 

I need not tell thee all the tale — 

Enough ! I felt the foeman's power^ 

And pined in Gaza's strongest tower. 

But what can tame the heart of him 

Who lives on Alhyn's hills of snow ! 

Although they chain'd each ^Taring limh. 

The mind could not he fettez^d so : 

My thoughts were o'er our own glad sea^ 

And in their dungeon's gloom were free. 

But, Flora, list— I made no tow. 

For all my visions were of thee ; 

And she — ah ! cannot hear me now, 

She perish'd for her love to me. 

But well I did revenge her &U ; 

I slew him in his peaceful hall 

With wild hyena laughter— blade 

Bed with the slaughter it had made. 

Upon his prostrate form I stood, 

And smiled to see his frozen blood. 

Enough of this— she died for one 

Who never merited her love ; 

Where all were foemen, she alone 

Game like hope's foir forsaken dove ; 

She, the sultana of the slave 

Who held me in his prison power ; 

But now she sleeps beneath the wave,— 

Death was her only dower. 
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XXII. 

" Flora, that lost one was to me 
A &iry being of her kind. 
Although she could not wind like thee 
LoTo's chain around this wayward mind. 
I need not tell how just she was, — 
To praise the dead we have no cause ; 
She cannot list to flattery now— 
The cold sea-weed is on her forow. 
Ah ! she was &ir, ere love decay'd her, 
A being with no cloud to shade her— 
All spirit, like the God who made her. 
And if it be, as some have said. 
That there are sylphs within the deep, 
Oh ! comfort thee, young injured maid ; 
They'll deck thy place of sleep, 
And strew their brightest gems above 
A heart whose only sin was love." 

XXIII. 

He ceased — one deep and feverish sigh 
Was all his Flora's lone reply. 
But he beheld a tear-drop start. 
The language of a wounded heart. 
He checked it, grasp'd her hand, and cried, 
^ Oh^ cheer thee, mine own lovely bride ! 

c 
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Despite my troubles, yon &ir moon 
Shall smile upon our bridal soon : 
Yon star, so beautiful and bland. 
Which heard our bosom's earliest tow. 
Oh ! often in the stranger's land 
Haye I beheld it, fond as now ; 
And as my eye delighted yiew'd 
Its beauty in the solitude, 
I thought upon our bowers of bliss — 
On hours of holiness like this, 
When we haye sat, and eyed its beam 
Slumber upon our natire stream. 
Again we're plighted— let us hie. 
Beneath the torch-lights of yon sky, 
And gain our kindred's loved abode. 
Hard is the path, and long the road, 
That I have wander'd, since I burst 
From Othman chains to fireedom first. 
And laugh'd their dungeon bars to scorn. 
Dark fiery trials t have borne ; 
For life on desolation's brink 
Will dare the worst before it sink." 
He ceased ; her father's dome he gain'd. 
Where dove-eyed peace and silence reign 'd 
Upon a dreaming world, that slept 
As if mankind had never wept. 

END OF CANTO FIRST. 
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CANTO SECOND. 



I. 



Flower of the west ! the long-wish'd hour 

Brings thee at last thy hosom's dower^ 

A fiiithful heart — a generous hand — 

A chieftain 'mid his roving hand. 

Daughter of Scotland ! thy dark eye 

From tears this eve may well he dry ; 

Thy land^ with all its forms divine. 

Bears not a happier hreast than thine. 

And blast the wretch, whose hand would blight 

One flower in thy love's wreath to night ; 

Or turn to gall, one single drop 

Of bliss, that i^rkles on the top 

Of life's gay cup, which now must shine 

Unclouded at thy marriage shrine ! 

H. 

'Tis eve — ^but though the sun has set 
Again in Rathmor's princely bowers, 
The young — ^the sweetest orbs are met 
That ever lit this world of ours. 

cS 
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Yes ! eyes are sparkling there to-night^ 

Whose charms might quite undo the vow 

Of the darky sternest anchorite 

That ever lowered on heauty's hrow. 

The zones, the pearls, the wild-flowers spread 

Round many a fair and gentle head ; 

Long raven tresses curling rich 

O'er swan-like necks, whose ringlets itretch 

In wild luxuriance far helow 

On shining arms and hreasts of snow; 

And oh ! the lips that sweetly smile 

In love's own playfulness the while ; 

The wandering eyes, the bosom's swell. 

And sighs and looks that seem to tell 

All but affection's fare-thee-well ! 



III. 



On goes the mirth, the jest is high. 

The wine has lit the dullest eye ; 

Before the guests in fairy ring. 

The dancers long and lightly spring ; 

A band of little seraphs link'd. 

With wild-flower wreaths that shine and shrink ; 

Hair flashing o'er each sunny brow. 

And eyes that far outsparkle now 

The glittering gold and gems that deck, 

In starry zone, each shining neck. 
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I 

Onward they bound, while each small foot 

Falls on the ground as light and mute 

As some soft cloud of summer^s hue 

That dimples o'er the ocean's &ce, 

Or zephyrs, when they softly woo 

The flowers which spring to their embrace. 

IV. 

With many a smile and merry glance, 
Away they circle in the dance ; 
In sparkling trim, and fair array ; 
They seem^ amid their silken shrouds, 
Like little rosy sylphs at play. 
With hand in hand in roundelay 
Among the melting clouds. 

V. 

'Tis midnight — and the stars of even 
Look sweetly through a dark blue heaven ; 
But ill their sickly rays can shine 
In that wide dome where all is light. 
And golden lamps and looks combine 
To mock the eyes of night. 
Oh^ beauty is a glorious flower! 
Loved in whatever clime she springs ; 
But at the midnight's &iry hour. 
When folly smiles and pleasure sings. 
And through the rays of mantling wine, 
Its opening charms the sweetest shine ;— • 

c3 
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As roMS that hare slept all day 
Beneath the ninshine's fiercest heare^ 
When twilight, from her fountain giey, 
Scatters her sHrer dews away, 
Ope their soft hosoms in the ere ; 
So all that fills the soul with lore / 

Shines brightest when the stars are high. 
As if those lights were hung above^ 
For loye to hold his journey by. 

VI. 

Mirth rules the board, in bower and hali— - 

"lis revelry and music all ; 

The lutes ring forth their sweetest notes. 

Far through the night their echo floats — 

But, ha ! what means the music's pause P 

A form has glided 'neath the beam 

Of the bright lamps — ay, lovely as 

A shadow in a dream. 

And all as mute ; — what means she there. 

Her of the long unbraided hair, 

^tik eye so dark, and brow so &ir. 

And yet so cold and woe-begone. 

As if its njkonld was chisel'd stone? 

Her eye-ball, darkly beautiful, 

Reyeals a tale of other years — 

A tale to make the hearer thrill, 

Writ with the heart's wild tears. 
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lier pallid forehead beaxs the tiace. 

The fiuxow of that secret grief 

Which mars the young and loveliest face, 

As autumn sears the leaf ; 

The fever and the longing yain 

For hopes that come not; and the pain. 

The woe, the weariness of life, 

The ruin wrought by the soul's strife, 

With hidden passions*— agonies. 

The bosom's worm that never dies ; 

The spirit's sickness, though unseen, 

That taints the mind like desert air. 

Turning to ashes every green 

Young flower that flourished there. 

VIL 

The clustering locks with many a beck 
Play'd richly round her swan-like neck : 
And, though no gems, nor sparkling gold 
Upon her glittering ringlets, told 
The rank that she was doom'd to hold ; 
Still every charm so sweetly blent. 
Each little tress so negligent. 
Curling around her turban's fold. 
More than a thousand diamonds lent 
A spell to that wan brow and cheek. 
So death-like calm and coldly meek, 



i 
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That fiir outshone the fire, the hloom 
That sparkled 'neath the proudest plume. 

VIIL 

Son of the desert ! why dost thou 

Gaze on that maid so wildly now ? 

Ay, she has seen a happier time^ 

And tasted of the cup of hliss 

In some far solitary clime, 

In many an hour like this. 

But list ! the dreamer's trance is broke. 

While Rathmor thus in pity spoke : 

'' Child of another land ! you come 

In time to share our bridal board ; 

To-night this hall shall be your home— 

I pledge a warrior's word ! 

To-night this hall to all is free ; 

Daughter, we'll not deny it thee. 

If thou art weary with the way. 

We'll make thine arbour cool and sweet. 

Our handmaids, with their glances gay. 

Shall wash thy burning feet. 

But whence soe'er, or what thou art. 

It boots not us to question now ; 

A woman's warmth must fire that heart. 

Her beauties deck thy brow. 

Then shelter thee 'neath mirth's control. 

Taste while the banquet's joys increase. 
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And cheer thy young but weary soul ; 
Then with the mom depart in peace.'' 
Thus to the stranger spoke the chief, 
While she, that beauteous one of grief, 
Upraised her flashing eye and sighM, 
Then wildly fix'd it on his bride ; 
Tet all could see when first he spoke, 
A smile like sunshine o'er her broke ; 
But when the sorrowM " depart " 
Like death's dull echo doubly lone. 
Fell lead-like on her bursting heart. 
It froze its blood to stone. 

IX. 

Rathmor beheld the shadow pass 

Athwart the stranger's face, — alas ! 

That such should be, — ^he tried to cheer 

Her drooping spirit in an hour 

When nought but pleasure should appear 

In loye's delightful bower. 

He said, while to her quivering lip 

He fill'd a sparkling chalice up, 

** Oh ! none but esdles from their home. 

And doom'd from all its sweets to roam, 

Gould wear so young yet sad a brow. 

Or look so woe-begone as thou. 

But, since upon our bridal night 

Fortune has led thee to our bower. 
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Here, take this cup, its wayes will light 

The clouds that round thee lower. 

And comfort thee, for if my sight 

Does not belie me, thou hast been 

£re now in many a joyous scene ; 

These eyes have thriU'd through many a heart, 

For loye still seems from out their glance 

His little living deaths to dart. 

Bright as he most haye darted once.*' 

He ceased^^a youthful maiden sprung 

With goblet to that yirgin young. 

Who stood, as reason's star was gone. 

Like statue, rooted to the stone ; 

A bruised reed, a broken heart. 

Her pale lips gently raised apart ; 

The gentle yeins that spanu'd her breast. 

Bursting as with their blood oppressed, 

As if each heaye her bosom gaye 

Would empty out their crimson waye. 



X. 



She stood — ^her thin lip lightly quiyer d, 

And her white arm a moment shiyerM, 

That held the cup on high. 

She stood like spectre in the hall ; 

One object of that camiyal 

Broke only on her eye. 
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As lionets that sees her brood 

Strewn^ bleeding in the solitude, 

Springs on the hunter's band ; so eyed 

That firenzied one the chieftain's bride— 

So sprung^ with one heart-rending yell. 

Which like some wild, unearthly spell, 

Broke on all ears that heard the sound. 

Flora — she shrieks — ^that blow has fo\ind 

A passage to the gentle-hearted — 

A quiver and a faltering sigh, 

And in that straggle has departed 

A soul all purity. 

'Twas horrid as a madd'ning dream. 

All saw the flash, and heard the scream ; 

And in a moment every eye 

Was bent where sat the bridal pair ; 

StiU glitter'd Flora's canopy — 

But dust was only there ; . 

And the pale stranger standing mute. 

With ghastly eye and naked foot. 

With thoughts that wander'd far away, 

And white arm raised above her prey. 

As stands the eagle o'er its foe, 

When once her wings have strack it low ; 

In lordly triumph at the blow 

That wild one stood — ^with dizzy brain. 

Her panting bosom swelling high. 
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As if her soul would bunt its chain 
With eacli convulsiye sigh. 
A cloud which long had dimm'd the choir 
Of night, unfiirrd its flag of fire ; 
Soon as love's beauteous yictim fell. 
The rattling thunder drown'd the yell 
Of the roused guests ; but in the flight 
Of the bhie sulphury bolt of night. 
Each face lookM like the dead's, and high 
Amid them all, with wild dark eye. 
The yirgin droop'd not, and her look 
Seem'd like a graven statue's brow. 
And neither nerve nor ringlet shook 
On her pale forehead now ; 
And that wild moment's awfiil light. 
Which from the crashing thunder-cloud 
Swept through the hall, reveal'd the white 
Cold tissue of her shroud« 
The flitting and unearthly streak. 
That shifted on her brow and cheek ; 
Her small wan hand, her fingers thin. 
The bloody dagger giasp'd within 
Their maniac clench, and oh! a spot. 
One crimson speck, enough to blot 
All beauty from her youthful face : 
'Twas Flora's blood ; a fearfiil trace, 
A withering proof that could not change. 
Of woman's passion and revenge. 
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3ut maryel not at that red stain, 
Remember, Eye gave birth to Cain. 

XII. 

A groan, a shriek of wild dismay 
Broke from that bridegroom of a day. 
He wildly eyed the jagged blaze 
Leap through its black and crashing haze, 
As if he wish'd the bolt had power 
To blast him in that fearful hour ; 
But no, the red flash swept the air, 
And he was left to his despair. 
His heart was sick, his glances quick. 
His lips apart, his breathing thick. 
His fingers clench'd^ his feyer'd brain 
Throbbing in dizziness and pain. 
He trembled, but he could not speak ; 
For with his voice his heart would break. 
Now flashed his fierce eye round the hall ; 
That dark one smote his tortured ball. 
Her breath came burning, gasp by gasp. 
The red blade still was in her grasp, 
When sudden with its piercing stroke 
Her mantle's silken zone she broke ; 
And Rathmor's sight began to fail, 
His face assumed a deadlier pale ; 
He look'd — ^he paused — again he tum'd — 
Again his brain the fiercet bum'd. 



38 BARO OF TRK NORTH. 

He saw amid the gloom a fomi, 
Ab mariners within the storm 
Descry the holt of death : that sight 
Has made his heart fbr aye a hlight. 
And in the fearfiil liknoe^ still • 
That strange — that gloiioui on* of ill, 
Stood stately as the itatae stands. 
Unbending 'mid adoring bands. 
With lip of ■com, and eye of pxide^ 
That neither swerred nor glanoed «side ; 
But, riyeted, seemed centred deep 
In Rathmor's orbs that oould not weep. 
At last, he felt his heart would break 
If his roused spirit could not i^eak. 
Thrice moved his lip, now scorch'd to flame, 
Thrice died the soiuid ; «t last there came 
A hissing, wild, and choking note. 
That struggled through his fiery throat. 
*' Cursed vampyre !"— but no sooner buist ' 
Those words upon her startled ear. 
Red flush'd her cheek, though pale at first, 
Her dim eye prided clear. 
Those words ran o'er her memory's scroll, 
Which now glared brightly to her soul. 
A thousand foemen throng'd the hall. 
Love's dark revenge rose o'er them all ; 
She tore the veil from her wan brow. 
And loudly shriek'd,*— '* Behold me now !" 
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XIII. 

rhe stately pine that bloom'd in pride, 

Jnscathed upon the moimtain'i ude. 

Phis moment towering up to heaven, 

rhe next by lightning smote, and riven, 

ilay faintly give a picture now, 

n all its loneliness, of him, 

fhat warriiur with the ghastly brow 

Vho quiyer'd every limb,— 

Hio in his honor could not brook 

1 moment on that face to look. 

XIV. 

^ Ay, view me well," the virgin said, 
¥hen first her lips had power to move ; 
' All in this weary world may &de 
)ut woman's vengeance and her love. 
Ind I have proved them fearfully ; 
Vy, hate me— scom me, if thou wilt ; 
fet^ O my God,- ! that blood for thee 
3y this red hand was spilt ; 
lliink'st thou I mock thee !— did I e'er 
'rove cold or false when death was near ! 
ly, view me well^-dost thou not mark 
rhe dove that cheer'd thee in thy ark ; 
rhe hand that tum'd thy dungeon key P 
Phy spirit was too young and free 

d2 



40 BARD OF THE NORTH. 

For Gaza'g towers ; lore could not bloom^ 
Fetter'd within a living tomb. 
Dost thou not mark the eye whose light. 
Like morning star, illumed thy night ? 
Dost thou not hear the snowy feet 
Whose sound fell on thine ear, as sweet 
As lore-dreams on the soul ? the name 
Of Zilla, can it leaye thy heart ? 
'Tis graven there in words of flame 
That never will depart." 

XV. 

At Zilla's name, his haggard eye 
Flashed forth a darker agony. 
While spoke the maid : — '' I scorn to boaat : 
More than the world can know thou know'st ; 
Enough ! my breaking heart was thine ; 
Thy treachery was all that came 
To soothe a love so true as mine. 
I braved the danger — ^met the shame 
Which the cold world so freely pours 
On heads so young and frail as ours. 
What boots it now the tale to tell P 
'Tis nothing that I loved so well ; 
Although thou know'st few ever proved 
By deed or word how true they've loved, 
More than the one thou scorn 'st to meet, — 
But vengeance at the last is sweet ; 
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And, if the world but knew the woe 
Heap'd by thee on this wretched head, 
Its wisest might forgiye the blow, 
And cease to curse me when I'm dead. 

XVI. 

" May none e'er feel what I have felt, 
That fever which for ever thrills 
Through the worn brain, that cannot melt 
With all its fiery iUs ! 
Yon stars, which through their temple roll. 
Are witness to my faithM soul ; 
Oft have they heard my midnight prayer 
Float through their silent haUs of air. 
I saw hope in the gloom depart, 
Yet loved in brokenness of heart, 
^Mid dreams that lay the spirit low, 
And tortured with that sickening pain 
Which comes upon us when we know 
Our loves and hopes are vain. 
In darkness I thy vigil kept ; 
When none beheld me I have wept ; 
But they were tears of gall and flame. 
Of hidden anguish — ^bitter shame ; 
Such as are shed in secret, drops 
That fall in gloom o*er guilty hopes ; 
Such as the blissful light of day 
Dare never gild, nor pity's sigh 

d3 
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Gome cheexingly to bmsh away 
From the red swollen eye- 
Pangs of the soul, unlawful team. 
Which plough the young cheek more Hum 
My weeping brought but short relief^ 
For thou hadst left me in my grief. 
Think not I stood of friends bereft, 
Though in a tyrant's mercy left ; 
No ! woman, if she has the wiU, 
Can rule man's stormy spirit still. 
Ay, those who rescued thee fVom death, 
The Fashaw, trusting to their foith, 
Faid them ; but well they naod hit gold, 
For they were in my train enroll'd ; 
'Twas true, they plunged in ocean's Wftve 
A being, but it had no life ; 
Would I had found that watery gmve, 
And ended there this bosom's strife I - 
But then I panted to be free, 
And thou wert gone — I follow'd thee ; 
Nor summer's heat, nor winter's snow, 
Nqr aught of peril or of woe. 
Could quench the flame that bore me on, 
Until the star I loved was gone. 
In vain the sandy desert spread 
Its burning sands around my tread ; 
In vain its wild inhabitant 
Glared on me, terrible and gaunt ; 
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-^t last I found thee>— but, oh God ! 

-^t; is a fearM meeting hour ; 

^V'ould that this heart beneath the tod 
XSad withei^dy ere my feet had trode 
>^ithin thy bridal bower ! 
'Xlie hittemesB of death ia past, 
^^et mugt I love thee to the last. 

"Hlme wears the marble's finest form, 

*irhe breathing statue soon is old, 

^nd friendship's heart, though once 'twas wann, 

Hn time becometh cold ; 

IBut change nor years can e'er efiaoe 

Xiove from its pure and sacred place. 

14ow, &re thee well! we part, we part 

In cheerless brokenness of heart. 

Seest thou yon solitary star, 

Pure, beaming in its home a£iir, 

Yon little silrer planet, now 

Sparkling on night's unclouded brow ? 

Before it sinks to rest, I'll be 

A thing that will not trouble thee — 

A thing the living fear to meet ; 

The shroud shall be my bridal sheet; 

I will not there revile thee— no. 

The winds may ugh, the wild flowers grow 

From out my dust— but who shall weep 

Above my lone and dreamless sleep ! 
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Few are the generous tear-drops shed 
Oyer the wroug'd. and erring head ; 
Far are the hearts that nursed me — ^low 
Those hosoms which, in hours more fiiir, 
Before this cheek was sear'd hy woe, 
Heayed for their wanderer many a prayer. 
Oh ! now upon this dreary hour, 
When fate her clouds the darkest roll. 
Like sunburst through a thunder shower. 
My country breaks upon my soul ; — 
Farewell, ye lovely isles of Greece ! 
In you were spent those hours of peace 
Which calmly round life's morning beam, 
But vanish with our childhood's dream ; 
Those hours when all my thoughts were free. 
When life, all brilliancy and smiles, 
Seem'd pure and sportive as the sea 
Which leaps in sunshine round thy isles. 
What though I ne'er can see thee more ; 
Yet when this last dark trial's o'er, 
My soul all fetterless will roam 
Amid the holy scenes of home. 
I'll seek again my kindred's bowers, 
Where life wore on its sunniest hours. 
Embraced by hope. Oh ! I had then. 
Among my country's freebom men, 
One who in boyhood's fervour pour'd 
His spirit into mine, — ^he died 
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Beneath the inyader's purple sword : 

Yet though we hare divided been, 

'Twas only like two little stars 

Which winds have blown a cloud between, 

That in some stormy, moment mars 

Their beauty ; but it wanders by, 

And they are still within the sky. 

Farewell ! the twilight draweth nigh ; 

Welcome my Kallid''s land of fiime ! 

Before to-moirow I will be 

A weed on death's unfathom'd sea — 

A wreck without a name." 

She ceased-:— and bent above her eye : 

Again the thunder tore the sky ; ^ 

And^ darkly on the rolling blast, 

The eagle with unearthly cry 

High o'er the castle pass'd. 

She ceased — ^her eye-balls grew less bright. 

Her forehead took a deadlier white. 

Her lip more ashy — as she stood 

Moveless amid the multitude. 

All knew, her parting hoiu: was near ; 

Yet with a strange unmanly fear 

They shrunk in terror from her side. 

And she. was left her fate to meet 

In silence by the beauteous bride 

Stretch'd lifeless at her feet. 

« 

The fiery fever of her heart 

Had forced her bloodless lips apart, 
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He saw amid the gloom a fyna, 

As marinen within the storm 

Descry the bolt of death : that sight 

Has made his heart for aye a blight. 

And in the fearfi^ nknoe, itill 

That Btrange — that gloxiMit one of ill. 

Stood stately as the itatne stands^ 

Unbending 'mid adoring bands. 

With lip of scorn, and eye of pride^ 

That neither swerred aor glanced ««de ; 

But, riveted, seemed centred deep 

In Rathmor's orbs that oould not weep. 

At last, he felt his heart would bi<eak 

If his roused spirit could not i^eak. 

Thrice moved his lip, Bow'soo»)h^d to flame. 

Thrice died the sound ; «t last th^e came 

A hissing, wild, and choking note. 

That struggled through his fiery throat. 

'' Cursed vampyre !"— but no sooner buist * 

Those words upon her startled ear. 

Red flushed her cheek, though pale at first, 

Her dim eye i^rkled clear. 

Those words ran o'er her meraory*8 scroll. 

Which now glared brightly to her soul. 

A thousand foemen throng'd the hall. 

Love's dark revenge rose o'«r them all ; 

She tore the veil from her wan brow. 

And loudly sihriek'd,*-*'' Behold me now !" 
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XIIL 

The stately pine that hlooin'd in pride. 
Unscathed upon the mountain's side. 
This moment towering up to heaven , 
The next hy lightning smote, and riyen, 
May &intly gi?e a picture now, 
In all its loneliness, of him. 
That warrior with the ghastly brow 
Who quiver'd eyery limb,— 
Who in his honor could not brook 
A moment on that face to look. 

XIV. 



n 



Ay, yiew me well," the yirgin said, 
When first her lips had power to moye ; 
^' All in this weary world may &de 
But woman's yengeance and her love. 
And I haye proyed them fearfully ; 
Ay, hate me.— «eoai me, if thou wilt ; 
Yet^ O my Go^! that blood foor thee 
By this red hand was spilt ; 
Think'st thou I mock thee !•— did I e'er 
Froye cold or fidse when death was near ! 
Ay, yiew me well— dost thou not mark 
The doye that cheer'd thee in thy ark ; 
The hand that tum'd thy dungeon key ? 
Thy spirit was too young and free 

o2 
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Soon as the twilight, rushing from the east. 
Laced the high peaks of Lius and .^noquhar. 
The poet left his host in giatefiil mood 
For his old melody, and held his path 
Over the Alpine solitudes ; and noon 
Beheld him 'mid the masses of Glengyle, 
Where horror seems to look from every rock. 
And awe the air to silence. O'er the height . '. 
Of lone and green Glenfalloch he heheld 
A glorious scene, a wilderness of hills, 
Like a long surgy ocean, each o'er each 
Peering in stem and solitary pomp. 
Like demons strangling in their monstrous arms 
The light of morning ; such a scene recall'd 
The horrors of the flood — when, &r as thought 
Could travel light's magnificence^ appear'd 
One world of whirling waves — ^where mighty death 
Seem'd glutted for an hoiu:, and, satisfied. 
Slept on the putrid waters. Scotland's hills 
Look'd with the same fresh gashes on their fronts, 
Which the sharp shearing hurricane had cut 
On that dark morning, when the earliest holt 
Which usher'd in the deluge, hiss'd along 
The chaos-striken sky. The sun is .up. 
Yet must the bard climb countless cli£& before 
He bathes his tresses in the summer sea. 
Wheeling from calm Glenfalloch to the west. 
He paced Strathfillan, till the Conglass cioss'd 
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His heathy pathway, and Bendoran rose 

August, majestic, beautiful, and free, — 

The cahn, the greenest, and the loveliest Alp 

In all the ridges of our father land. 

Its mighty pyramid, like stony wedge. 

Catting the azure noontide — lo, far up 

Its eastern valley, one may still behold 

A stately oak, the tall and hardy child 

Of biting tempests, like a skeleton 

Waving its branches 'twixt the earth and heaven. 

Crowning a horrid precipice that sheer 

A hundred fathom downward through the clouds — 

Dips like a blue and everlasting wall 

Into the broken valley ;— all the charms 

Of solitude and grandeur here o'erpower 

The wanderer's spirit, as beneath that oak 

He sits, Ml atom in the wilderness. 

That tree is link'd with echoes of the past. 

An old lude story of the early tribes 

Who fill'd those mountain tracks, like savage birds 

In their high citadels, — it is a tale 

Of old and deadly sorrow, blended with 

Thai dark and spirit-stirring mystery—- 

Forbidden love. 



K 
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ULLA. 

a €ale of SttctJ^fOUn. 

ft 
Star of the gathering night, that climbest now 
The muffled wares, of ocean! let thy beam _ 
Flash o'er the spirit of the hardy and bring 
The visions of the past, that they may shine 
Bright as the new moon rising in the midst 
Of all her daughters, when they nightly walk 
O'er Cona's silent ralley, and the mist 
Laughs into life and gladness. Let me sing 
Of Ulla, Fillan's rose-bud, and her love. 
Lone Uric of the harp. This mountain flower 
Was sought and sold to one whose q^acious lands 
Were deem'd sufficient in a &ther's mind 
To buy a virgin's heart ; but she was won. 
Ay wedded, by the language of the soul, 
To one whose only heritage was worth — 
Whose crest and motto^ virtue. Up that glen 
Seest thou yon tower, that, like a spectre, holds 
Its ghastly visage out among the cliifi. 
Grey and as solitary — where the winds 
Whistle at midnight, rousing from their cells 
The dozing owlets, — yon huge range of stone. 
From which the wild weeds of a thousand years 
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Shine in the eyening sunshine ? It was once 
The home of UUa's sire, a chiefas fierce 
As the red thunder's share, which ploughs the snow 
On dim Shehallion— one who kept his court 
In all the sarage gzandeur of those days,* 
When Alhyn's hunter kings made wood and wild 
Their high majestic palaces, and scoured 
The woods like Nimrod : — ay, that chief was one 
Wild as the wolf that, from far Cruachan, 
Comes down upon Loch Awe, and with his bark 
Starts the grey herdsman. Yet his child was fair 
As freedom seen amid the captive's dreams, 
Or hope beside a death-bed. She was young, 
Yet was her spirit with the bard's. That tree- 
That melancholy plant, ten centuries. 
The shepherds say, haye visited; yet still 
It sings a giant's ditty to the blast 
That howk around Braelyon. There they sat. 
She and her gentle Uric of the harp. 
An orphan was he ; — ^in some nameless feud 
His parents perish'd, and their shrieking child 
Was left to winter on the black hill-side ; 
When Ulla's fother and his train swept by, 
In some proud boar hunt, heard the in&nt's scream ; 
The chieftain's heart, which seldom moved at Woe, 
Was for a moment troubled, and he bade 
A serf convey the foundling to his hall — 
Where, at the age of manhood, now he walk'd, 

£ 2 



52 BARD OF THE NORTH. 

The wonder of the yalleys. He wa« one 
Whose soul was darkly kindled^ and his hxain 
Fired hy the Tisions of another world. 
His wild and glassy eye-balls oft were fiz'd 
On the far phantoms of eternity. 
He^ in the hour of nighty had many sighte 
Of which the giddy earth knew nothing ; ay. 
The dull^ dark, dreamy regions of the dead.* 
The power, the spirit, and the principle 
Which can unlock those doleful realms^ flash'd £01 
The mysteries of the future. Though he bore 
The form of living man, he seldom walked 
With breathing things; but all alone he loved 
To roam the desert, when the winter moon 
Waded the icy clouds, and flung aside 
Her night veil, that the everlasting firost 
Of the old crags might gladden. He would sit 
By floods and solitary falls, and dream ; 
And on his eye the light of prophecy 
Came like the flush of morning. He descried 
The dusky shadows of unnumber'd things, 
Whose birth was yet to be. The forms of death, 
In their white winding-garments, flitted o'er 
The mirror of his brain ; — and when the stan 
Were high above the waters, he would quit 
The ancient tower, and, like a vision, lean 
Over some jutting crag, and to the night 
Weave many a beauteous and mysterious song. 
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^^ was not feshioii'd for man's universe^— 
Crimen and desolation vrete his kin, 
And the great golden eagle the sole friend 
Which wandex^d with him o'er the printless trades 
Of the high cutting precipices. Yet 
One flower — one star that glitter'd to his eye, 
Fettei^d his soul to mankind. Ulla met — 
Yea, lored the lone enthusiast. He was one 
Who had the skill, the passion, and the power 
To strike the harp, and from its wild strings diaw 
Tones of dirinert grandeur — ^thrilling strains. 
Worthy the bard of Gona ; and when night 
Bade her pale watchers, with their silver lamps, 
Walk o'er Loch Etiye's wilderness of clifis, 
Has Uiic and his Ulla roam'd the hill, 
Like beauteous genii of the solitude, — 
Her white cheek resting on his manly neck — 
His arm about her bosom—and their eyes. 
Like spirits, telling wann and wondrous tales 
Unto eadi other. Oft he struck his liarp. 
And at die red mo<m in its sullenness 
Kept moring through the melancholy clouds, 
He'd sing those wild and spirit-stirring strains— 
Themes worthy of the battle and the time 
Of Morren's race of giants— they who swept 
Their harps in Selma, when the hunters sat. 
And round the biasing oak with wonder heard 
Majettio echoes of departed days. 

e3 
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Thus lived, thus loved they,^when the fiital hour 

Which was to give to some deq[»otic lord 

His Ulla's hand, hung o'er the prophet's head ; 

But love despairs not. In this woild of woe. 

All hopes and passions may decay and die— > 

All, but almighty love. The youthful pair 

Met in the wild, as they were wont. The maid 

Ui^d her young seer, with beauty's softest tones, 

To fly with her to other lands, and drink 

The cup which fortune in her mirth had fill'd. 

But, ha ! a cloud is on her Uric's brow—- 

The visions of the grave have flitted past 

The wanderer of the desert — ^misty f<nrma 

Of his departed fathers have arisen. 

And beckon'd him to follow ; they have waved 

Their blue and bony hands before his sight. 

And called their lone one home. Like the dim moon. 

Green and dilated by the showery clouds. 

Their dusky shapes have placed themselves betwixt 

His gaze and heaven. And he has heard through night 

Strange and unearthly voices and deep groans. 

Borne through the grove, like the expiring roll 

Of distant thunder on the midnight sea. 

Death, on his everlasting pilgrimage 

"Which he is ever making round the orbs 

Of our old palsied universe, has stoop'd 

From his high journey, and the bard has view'd 

The leveler face to face ;--yet though he knows 
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The nanow house miut be his bridal-bed, 
StiU wiU he yield and fly with Ulla. Yes, 
A bark is on Loch Awe — a few brief hours 
Will bear them to its waters, and the vales 
Of Lorn will shelter them. The lovers fly- 
Twilight has perishM, and a thousand lights 
Ride high in the blue heavens. Amid the groups. 
Like burst of moonshine, the eternal peaks 
Of Etive's mountains, and huge Gruachan 
Greet them upon their path, and nothing stirs 
But the grey eagle, gorged and hurrying home 
To the swart crags of Cona, or the wind 
Heard like the sea among the emerald tops 
Of the old forests, that for dark'ning leagues 
Swing mid-way through the clouds. But, lo ! the lake 
Is gleaming like a sky of silver, and 
The turrets of Kilchum begin to rise 
Upon the icy air. Benstiia holds 
Its ghastly visage out to the grey moon. — 
The bark is at their feet— but, ha ! a shout 
Rings in the vale behind them. Mercy, heaven ! 
Her father, like a torrent from the hills. 
Gomes down with vengeance in his gory hand ; 
The bard swings UUa to the bark, and now 
If stepping o'er its edge, when leveling fell 
Her father's sword, and, like the bolt of death, 
Dash'd the youth to the waters. One wild shriek. 
And all is over. Ulla fainted not — 
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The iHMit is on the breaken— while the stands. 

Tall and majestic, like a prophetess. 

With dark eye bent on heayen, and round her brow 

Her rayen hair in beauty flashing forth 

From the wild fillet of her flowery snood, 

A glorious spirit. As the morning broke 

Around familiar fisuses, she uptum'd 

A wild, beseeching look, as if to draw 

The God of heaven to strengthen her revenge. 

She waves her hand amid the mist, and bids 

The rowen pause^ — that she may cuise.^.^nd Grod 

List to her cur se t hat her stem sire may hear 

Her dreadful ban. She bids the hcmieless winds 

That go lamenting round the careless world. 

Pause in their wail a moment. *' G^ase," she cried, 

*^ Thou vulture of thy clan ! but He who lights 

Yon beauteous spirit of the mom, will curse 

Thee and thy tribe for ever. Gory wolf! 

Thy wrath has struck the loveliest and the best 

Of all these valleys — one who had the power 

To summon the far spirits of the past, 

The best remembered of my happiest days — 

Was lovely on the mountains — he was fair 

As is the evening on the ocean, when 

The voice of peace hath sung the morning storm 

Down to forgetfulness,— «nd he was swift 

As is the stag of Ranoch. Never more 

Shall the beloved of my dreams arise 
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And bid his dore l>e glad. The tpring shall weftve 

Her web of flowen for summer, and the roice 

Of .singing shall go forth and. cheer the land. 

And the blue hours shall quit their clouds and &n 

The blushing fiuits of autumn into life ; 

But he, the spirit of my spirit — ^he. 

The fiist among ten thousand, never more 

Shall list the bieeze of ocean, when it walks 

The hidden chambeis of the highest hills. 

Thou who hast smote him — thou and thine shall be 

HewerB of wood to them that hate thee, and 

Drawers of water for their banquets ;•— ay. 

The ravens of Bendoran, and the wolves 

That nightly prowl from black Glenstrae, will be 

Thy bearsmen to the grave. The one shall pluck 

Those cruel eyeballs from their caves, where ne'er 

One teav-drop gathered, and the roving herd 

Shall tearihee piecemeal, and thy bones will bleach 

Upon the icy Alps of thine own glen. 

Such is my curse — the curse of thine own child, 

Who now forsakes thee. Fare-thee-well ! long years. 

With their grey garments and grey hair, will come 

And wander through thy halls; but never more 

Upon their mossy pavement will be heard 

The welcome music of thy daughter's feet. 

Now, rowers, to your oars I" The rowers struck. 

The springing bark like wild swan tilts the tide — 

The ghastly &ther and his plaided band 
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Are fiiding to their new, .but ganng still 

In speechlen honor on its lenening ipeck. 

And the taU, besuteous prophetess, who stood. 

Long as the shmre was visible, with fiioe 

Fiz'd as the chisel'd adamant, and bent 

In solemn majesty to the high heaven. 

As if imploring some mysterious boon,— 

Her form like alabaster graven out 

Upon the quiet blue morning, and her robe. 

Thin as a vapour on the summer hills 

Swathing an angeL But the vision paasM, 

And never after did that aged chief 

Behold his lily of the wilderness. 

Her voice was ne'er forgotten, and at times < 

He thought he saw her fiiiry shadow pass, 

A sunbeam through his mansion ;— but 'twas vain 

Years brought of her no tidings—never more 

Was seen the &vourite of the orphan seer. 

The dark-hair'd wanderer. 



Such was the tale 
Which the old shepherds of Bendoran told. 
As by their shealing fire the youthful bard 
Hung up his scrip, reposed his weary limbs. 
And rested from his journey. 

It is mom, 
A summer sabbath, and the noon of night 
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Is melting into morning; heaths and hilli^ 

The bristling pinewoods and the grissly difis, 

Seem as engiayen newly on the map 

Of the &ir imiveise ; a Highland dawn, 

A gladness in the desert. As the sun 

SteamM o'er the heights of Ranoch, he was seen 

With wallet winding o'er that dreary mount 

Which dips into the dismal yale of Coe, 

A glorious waste. Oh ! what a scene for doubt 

And pale-foced fear to build a temple in. 

Where every hideous phantom of the brain 

Would meet with worshipers ! The trees and stones, 

The naked crags in their high solitudes. 

Have been beset for centuries by the blast, 

Smote and dissected by the ruffian storms, 

Till their grey ribs like skeletons' stand out. 

And trouble the dead atmosphere— a scene 

Where all is desolation, and the earth 

Seems as it had been the last awful waves 

Of chaos struck by silence into death. 

When in his mountainous magnificence 

His giant floods were rolling. It is mom — 

The bard is on the uplands. Ha .' a shape — 

A beauteous creature of the wilderness. 

Glad in its own proud freedom, like the light 

Is wheeling o'er the hill tops. I will sing. 

As thus I follow thee upon thine own 

SouUstirring wattes, a simple melody — 
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A hymn to thee, thou stately wanderer 
Of Scotia's western wilds. 



TO A WILD STAG, 

ON SEEING IT BOUNDING OVBR THE BLACK MOVNT. 

I. 

Bound on, thou monarch of the hill I 

Swift as thy kindred blast, 
Across the glorious desert, till 

Thy hour of fear is past. 
Away, thou thing of noble birth ! 
Away, above the plains of eart]^ 

0*er moor and mountain ybsI^ 
Freedom upon her grandest throne, 
Fleet wanderer, is ail thine own. 

II. 

The solitary clouds that lounge 

Or sail along the air, — 
The mighty cataracts that plunge 

Down from their cradles bare,*^ 
The deep blue heaven, so calm and still, 
RoU'd brightly o'er each Highland hill,— 

The eagles riding there, 
In all the pride of liberty — 
Are not more fetterless than th'ee. 
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111. 

Fair ranger of the mountains blue ! 

Dash down the rocky way. 
In soUtary glory, to 

Lochaber*i deserts grey ; 
But pause— befiwe thee mark yon dell 
Gaping to heaven, but dark as heU, 

With jaws of grim dismay. 
Oh! enter not yon pass of woe, 
Fair creature— know'st thou not Glenooe ! 

IV. 

Yon is that vale of murder lone 

And silent as the tomb ; 
The mountains kiss, with lips of stone, 

Each other in the gloom ; 
The sunbeam never wanders through 
Yon dell In shining flight, to woo 

Or bid one floweret bkwm ; 
No^— death has dursed yon wiaard spot- 
There mercy fell, as havoc smote. 

V. 

Proud child of nature's wild domain. 

Away ! the sun is high. 
To thy own deserts swift, and gain 

A shade, for noon is niglu 
Down to y<m azure glens, and slake 
Thy thirst beside some nameless lake, 

Whose lonely waten lie 
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Calm as the evening doiids that reat 
Far in the bright and goigeoua west 

VI. 

Sleep 'mid those arbours where the trsttd 

Of man has never been. 
While the wild forests o*er thy head 

Wave high their crests of green ; 
Sleep till the stars begin to oUmb 
The mountains in their laughijog prime, 

Beside their cloudless queen, — 
Thai up, and sport the dreamy hours, 
Like freedom in her own loved bowers. 



The shape has vanished o'er the hills ; and now 
The bard is treading Cona, by the waves ^ 
Which; in the mom of mankind, heard the seer 
Of Selmo strike his melancholy liaip. 
And sing of woe, and battle, and the loves 
Of Morven's fair-hair'd daughters. Solemn stream! 
And thou hast roU'd thine echoes with the tone— 
The tide — the thunder of that mountain lyre. 
Which has become immortaL In thy bed 
Of solitary grandeur thou hast felt 
The desert hunters and their giant chief 
Trouble thy waters, as they stoop'd to drink, 
When weary with the battle or the chase. 
Glencoe, I love thee ! though the trace of blood 
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-^s on thy mountains^ thou hast been to me 
"^ long ^miliar visiony— -and thy cliffs, 
^^tting the diapery of the sky, are still 
^1^ fiices breaking in upon my soul, 
'^^d speaking of past pleasures — phantasies, 
^Hef though they were, that flung around my life 
A. glory and a gladness, like the sun, 
^%e brigbtest when departing. I haye walk'd 
And worship^ in the deserts, when the stars 
^ere kindled o'er the heavens, and miirorM in 
The bigh imperishable ice which laced . 
The rock-work of thy crags ; and when the moon 
Waded the blue of space, and the far wind, 
That restless spirit of the wilderness, 
Came down Lochiel, and, with his mighty trump, 
Bade echo, like ten thousand thunders, roll 
Among thy chasms— I hare sat and seen 
The mist-wreaths of the sea come in and gird 
Thy awM ridges, veiling in the midst 
Their rocky grandeur and their belts of pine. 
While their scathed peaks, undimm'd 'mid the serene 
And solemn midnight, like unnumber'd isles, 
Seem'd based upon the vapoury waste — a world 
In its own peace and glory. I have stood, 
Cona, in thee, when blackness, like the grave. 
Shrouded thy strath,— when nothing but the sound 
Of torrents dashing to destruction down 
Their adamantine walls, and thtf wild blast 

f2 
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Whirling their fragments into tfnj, was heard 
Howling amid the dark ;— 4ind now— I stand 
In the clear silence of a summer^s eve. 
Gazing upon thy shadows as they stretch 
Over the stony waste ; and ere the son 
Dips his red forehead in the sea of Mull, 
I'U chaunt a tale, that many a year £ur hence 
A grey-hair'd minstrel of the tuneful trihe 
Of Ossian taught me. Tis an artless stiain^- 
An old rude story of that night of woe. 
When kingly fraud and lawless tyranny 
Let slip the dogs of murder from their leadi. 
And trusting innocence and heauty fell 
Beneath the spoiler ; — erening set in peace 
Oyer a glen of happiness; the mom 
Broke on another scene — a cheerless waste 
Of burning ashes, quench'd in humui bleed. 



THE MANIAC. 

SI CaU of <!Klettcoe. 



A STABLB88 night in silence falls 
Round Gona's everlasting walk. 
And gloomy is that pass of diead, 
Each crag rears high its hoary head. 
As if they long'd to join and kiss. 
Rude lovers, in the wilderness ; 
Upon their peaks of granite play . 
The latest ^hes of the day ; 
But all helow is dead and dark. 
So narrow, desolate, and hare. 
That neither ear nor eye can mark 
The fearfid things which wander'd there. 
Though there is music in the tone 
Of desert toirent dashing on. 
Yet the dull voice of Gona's wave 
Is like the wail ahove the dead. 
Or the &r. ocean's hollow rave. 
When storms are overhead — 
A tone of nature's mighty mood — 
Of freedom and of solitude. 

IL 

Bat see !— a band of stranger men 
Have enter'd now that iearful glen ; 

r3 
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Their step is fleet^ yet mute their hum— 
llieir stormy pipe of hattle dumb ; 
Yes ! — ^let your tread be silent now 
Upon the mountain's heathy brow ; 
For there are serpents in the heath. 
And there are eagles in the sky. 
And there are blades not new to death. 
And many a gallant wairior nigh,**- 
Who, if they but beheld your ranks. 
Ay, soon would leave you stark and stifT^ 
To rot on Cona's wizard banks. 
Prey for each wanderer of the clifT, 
The dark-grey wolf upon the hill 
That howls in concert to your tread*— 
The raren that keeps flapping still 
His dusky pinions o'er your head. 
May scream, for well she snufis the scent 
Of death upon the midnight air; 
For ere yon siWer moon be spent. 
The cry of murder and despair 
Will mount from many a victim shrill. 
And ring o'er many a dark blue hill. 

JII. 

'Tis eve, and in the vale to-night, 
At Torquill's bridal, eyes are bright ; 
And she of beauty's countless wiles, 
The fair.hair'd daughter of the isles — 
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Mona — his spirit's first and best. 
That sunbeam of the lonely west, 
Hangs on his bosom, as the song 
Of pleasure echoes loud and long, 
fittt hark ! a shout — a sayage yell 
Sweeps far away athwart the dell ;-»- 
They pause — again that wailing cry— 
'Tis but the hill-breeze trayeling by ; 
For nightly thus he deigns to roam 
Throughout his pent and mountain home. 
Again it comes I — ^more loud — and loud, v 
Like thunder pealing from its cloud ; 
The foaming torrent never broke 
With wilder echoes from the rock. 
Arm ! arm ! it is the cry of men— . 
Their death-brand's lighting up the glen ! 
Ah ! now the yictims know too well 
Their treacherous guests' destroying yelL 

IV. 

As when the lightning of the sky 
Has fired the eagle's nest — on high 
The feather'd monarch nobly springs, 
His young borne bravely on his wings ; 
So Torquill bore aloft his bride ; 
Beneath his blade the foremost died ; 
Again they press*--again his brand 
Strikes faithful to his strong right hand ; 
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llie desert chief, fiom rock to rock 
SpringB fiercely, like the raoantaiii flock 
Away across the darksome Tale, 
His Mona's hair floats on the gale— . 
Away they speed, his fidcon crest 
Dancing, as up the crags he press'd, — 
Away— away, as on the wind. 
Foes, yeUs, and curses left hehind ; 
But mercy, hearen !•— 4i shot— a groan — 
A shriek— and hlood is on his hreast ! 
He pauses — God ! 'tis Mona's own— 
'Tis Tain to tell the rest. 
She died* The morning rose i^in. 
The glen was silent, and the slain 
Lay cold and scattered here and there. 
In heaps upon the uplands hare ; 
And when some months had roll'd away. 
Still might he seen those wrecks of day ; 
Their only shroud — their only tomh 
The long red heather's lowly hloom, 
And many a heap of chalky hones 
Glitter'd among the dark grey stones ; 
No one a watch o'er them to keep — 
No lip to sigh — no eye to weep — 
No coronach hut the eagle's shriek. 
Borne wildly from his cloudy peak ; 
They hleaching lay heneath the sky. 
Foul monument of tyranny — 
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^ <^« blackest epitaph tiiat time 
^ er writ above a deed of crime. 

V. 

^Tis moruy and all is silence now ; 
The mist has left the mountain's brow. 
And a cold breeze like fiiinine skiffs 
The snow robes of the ragged difli ; 
No cloud floats in the icy air. 
Sure far away, and here and there. 
Some feathery smoke may still be seen 
Curling aboTO the heather green ; 
The dying embers of each cot 
Which— fired last ere — to day are not. 

VL 

^is mom ;— but see, on Cona's banks. 
Like spectre pale and mute, 
Strays one among the lifeless ranks 
With lone and heayy foot. 
Despair upon his marble brow 
Has stamp'd a fearful shadow now— 
' His cheek is hoUoWy moist, and pale, 
like those of the unburied dead. 
Left on the battle's mournful Tale, 
When night haa froze the dewy gale 
Upon each tombless head. 
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With hand of death^ and heart of stone, 
And eye of flame, he wandeis on. 
Until he fixM his haggard gaze 
Upon a young and faded face. 
Lying, with dim and bloodshot eye 
Bent coldly on the wide blue sky. 
The sweet lake rippling by her^ide. 
Her long hair moistening in the tide. 

VII. 

Upon the silent mountain fern 
He made her graye— he raised her cairn 
And laid him down — and wept aboTO 
His lonely monument of lore. 
That shock unsettled reason's star, 
Which wandered wildly, waste, and far. 
Leaving her grave, — ^with vacant look 
And whirling brain, his path he took 
Where Cona's mountains darkly lower. 
And never sought again his tower. 
It stands, like spectre of the past, 
A lonely shadow in the blast. 
No taper gilds its murky room, 
Dim are the eyes which lit its gloom ; 
Alone the sun repeats his hours 
Upon the aged dial-stone ; 
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''^tid witherM are the lovely flowers 
^■^liich in its arbour shone. 

Mie one that cheiish'd them is dead. 

And solitude^ with soundless tread. 

Stands on the hearth which now is cold ; 

Eren silence looks alone and old ; 

No voice is in the empty hall. 

Nought but the spider in his lair. 

Which chirps his night-song in the wall, 

And weaves his airy garment there. 

VIIJ. 

And where is he, that man of gloom. 

That dreary watcher of the tomb — 

That wanderer with the fever'd brain. 

Whose fire can never cool again ? 

He roams athwart the snowy peaks. 

And to the dull sky wildly shrieks. 

Or sits beside a lowly grave. 

Where sleep the fair — where died the brave. 

And sings their midnight lullaby 

To the sharp breezes rushing by ; 

Yet oft he climbs the highest cliff 

To let the wandering tempest skiff 

And cool his brow, so sear'd and hot. 

And haply freeze that burning spot 

Which lies within his bosom's core, 

And lit^is quenchless evermore* 
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IX. 

He loTes to mw the •yening itar. 
When, o'er Lochaber's mountains grey. 
She rises to his eye afiur. 
Sailing upon her sUNrmless vnj ; 
K one lone cloud should wander by. 
He'll wildly gra^ at it, and ugh. 
As if it were that phantom, which 
Can never leave his misty brain — 
Borne onward but to mock his touch. 
And turn his hopes to dust i^in. 
Oft is his dark and death-like form 
Seen on those lowering hills that stand. 
Like the great spirits of the storm. 
To guard his cloudy land ; 
And oft he scales the disay height. 
Where eagles stagger at the sight ; 
And when the blast that swept the sky 
With all its mists has hurried by — 
When springing from the cloud's embrace. 
On the green moimtain's desert breast. 
The storm-chased sunbeams find a place 
Of loTeliness where they may rest, — 
Then will he laugh and wildly chime 
Some ballad of the olden time. 
Some song which Mona used to sing. 
When hope and lore were in their spring. 
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X. 



Oft 18 Im weity when; on the wave, 
The beauteous gtar of day has died. 
To sit upon his Tirgin's gnre 
With all « auiniao's pride-^ 
He lores to guard that holy olay, 
And keep the mountain fox away ; 
The grey wolf fsais to brave his ken, 
But howb in darkness in her den ; 
His is the &lcon's gory iare — 
He dares not guard his craggy <lair 
When Torquill's hand is- seen to shed 
A moment's twilight in his bed. 
That wanderer cannot bear to see 
Aught liying in the glen but he ; 
And though each sayage nobly tries 
To struggle with him, yet he dies. 
So oft he roams the hills of snow, 
The eagles now haye leam'd to know 
That dariL and wayward man of gloom — 
That fiensied watcher of the tomb, 
And from their eyries, far and dim, 
Bend a less searching look on him, 
^n on the other things which roam 
^^ugh the wild silence of their home. 
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The bard is spell-bound in that pass of death ; 

A glorious vision of the wonderful 

Of nature is before him ;— OTeihead, 

like sunshine itreaniing through tewpeitiioas clouds 

Sheer from the difb^ ^^^^9 peipendicular, 

A pillar of wild foam against the walls 

Of the grey glittering locks— a.dMMit stream 

Comes thundering down^ like horror to the grasp 

Of black oblirion^ — in whose inky pool 

Eyen echo &ils to breathe, — ^Etemal flood ! 

Thou of the many tones that nevev tires ! 

The bard will worship thee as likest to 

The deathless spirit of the uniyene. 

And chant a hymn before thee. 



TO THE CATARACT. 

The towers the Pharaohs built of old 
Have witherM m their desert vale ; 
The pyramids have vainly told 

Ambition's tale. 
The eternal dty now is mute, 
Wild weeds have wreath'd her gddeii crown, 
And time's annihilating foot 

Has trod it down. 
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II. 

Winds danoe at erentide, or sweep, 
In the dark dismal hour of night, 
The resdesi bosom of the deep,— 

Then cease to fight 
And douds, like diaiging ahnies, rise 
Up fkom the bhie abyss, and roll 
Along the desert of the skies, 

Mingling the wbde. 

III. 

fiat they too have their hour of strife— 
Their chaige, their battle, and their wrath- 
Then, like the weary shreds of life. 

Vanish in death. 
The earthquake yawns— and, green or ripe, 
Life's million flowen lie sear'd and chill ; 
The thunder's mighty organ pipe, 

HeanU-soon is still. 

IV. 

And the tornado's fiery tread, 

That blast whose red destroying power 

Covens the hmd and sea with dead. 

Lives but its hour. 
All on this earth depart or change — 
The everlasting hills are old — 
And love, and joy, and dark revenge. 

All, all grow cold. 

q2 
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But thou, eternal catiraet 1 

Amidst thif withering wilfene 

For ever keep'st thy thu^ring tiMk^ ' i 

Untamed and fierce. 
For ever, and Ibr ever, thou - 
Art seen, like sunlight in the aky, . 
Flashing across the mountain's bfDw 

Eternally. 

Down— down for ever— through aU tiB!ie>-«- 
In mom--Hit nocni— and cold midnight, 
Deep— dark — magnificent— ^uhlimej : 

Rapid as b'ght ! 
A maniac into madness wreught. 
Mocking the thunder's deepest iiqU<^ ■ 
One wild undying, torturing thought . 

Of nature's soul. 

VII. 

Years do not cripple thee,— thy way 
Through summer's calm and winter'sfrown. 
Has been the same ; from earth's first day,. . 

Down — ^thundering do^ 
And thou wilt hold thy awful path 
Through countless ages yet to come, 
Cleaving the granite in thy wrath, 

Till earth is dumb. 
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VIIL . 

Thou art like the Omnipotent-^ 
A vmoe, a glory, and a soul — 
A pulM, a poweTi a |»reMBoe sent, 

Moving the whol& 
AU changfla^«4n«B hy nMUions die-— 
Old empires droop— and thrones decay ; 
But thou, great one of majesty 1 

Livest for aye. 

IX. 

Rejoidng in thy «trengtb— a span 
Ofglbry midefeation'swrath-^ ' 
An emhleM at- the soul of man,. 

That laughs at death, 
When sorrow dies, and storms are hush'd. 
And time has flung his £ilchion by,— 
When attun are quench'd, and systems crush'd — 

Which cannot die. 



"^e bard hM-left th« glen— and, stranger, mark 
^ lone Loch LeTen'a strip of mountain sea, 
Some boat4eiigthe 60m. the flhorOy a little ide, 
A little green and solitary nook. 
On which if j^laiter^d, like an eagle's nest^ 
A lonely scrap of ruin-^one. old tower. 
And a few gtey and melancholy weeds^ 
Waving upon its. lip of broken stone 
To the fax gales of Morren. It has been 
Familiar with the sea surf and the blast 

ad 
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Behind it lies the fartneti of Glencoe 

With all the huei of midnight— and its pines. 

Sawing the atmospheze^— aiound it tower 

The highlands of Lochaber and Axgyle ; 

While black Aidgoar^ dim beetling in the west^ 

Flings down its shadows on the lonely sail 

That bieaks the inky waters of LochieL 

In that sweet island is a lowly spot 

In which the plaided dwellers of the bxaes 

From age to age have all been gathered— ay^ 

It looks a lovely resting place for death— 

The waves chime round it, and the inland bxeeie 

Sweeps down the narrow gorges of the hiUs^ 

The high Atlantic clouds^ that eastward float 

Oyer a million precipices, leave 

Some of their weary wanderers to repose 

Above that place of graves, — and there the gull. 

When baffled by the tempest, cowering trims 

Her drooping wings, and from the oosy stones 

Looks like a spirit out upon the sea : 

No bird of prey builds there^-they eastward hie 

Into the pass of Cona. Poetry 

Has woven with that isle a mournful tale^ 

An old rude grave is there — a haggard cairn 

Stands as if planted by the lonely hand 

Of widow'd sadness o'er some dream of lovtf,— 

The sea-weed grows around it, and the flood 

Has decked it with a wilderness of shells : 
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Ashes are gathered^ if the tale be true, 

Beneath that cairn of beauty's richest mould. 

Qh! she was beautiful as is the light 

Breaking from out the opening eye of heaven, 

When nature, rising from her bed of flowers, 

First meets the blushing kisses of the sun ; 

But she was the devoted of the plague. 

Whose wings then waved in darkness o'er the land. 

She died,— her lover bore her from her kin, 

And reach'd a cavern in that weeping isle — 

The sea-birds', citadel— and there he laid 

His Itfary on her stony couch ; — ^he lived 

Not long to mourn the separation, but 

Ferish'4 unseen upon that desert strand. 

Had grief not broke at once his youthful heart. 

He would have perish'd piece-meal — for that shore 

Had no inhabitant, no form of life, 

N(mght but some wandering eagle, that at times 

Swept with has wings the melancholy clouds. 

Where sat the demon of the plague, and smote 

I^e's goodly tree down to the very roots. 

Bat, list the tale — ^the bard while journeying there 

Heard the old hill-folk tell it. 



THE PLAGUE, 



Thus sang the bard of Gona as he nt 
On the grey diflb of Mahnor— •'' Come^ £Etir moon ! 
Thou stately daughter of the haUs of hesten ! 
Come through the silent and wiajestic clouds 
Which float from Coneyerie down the atnttha 
Of brown Lochaber«-fling thy gentle beam 
On the great cataract, that from its cave 
Leaps like the soul of nature. Beauteous star ! 
Flash on that tide of power, until it shines 
Bright as that pillar which the Hebrew's God 
Roll'd oV the sea of Egypt— when his host 
Saw Pharaoh and his army reeling down 
Into eternity. Come, holy light ! 
Bring back departed moments, with the loves 
Which made earth paradise. Oh ! now I feel 
The wave of song rush oW my feeble heart ; 
The mighty of the sword again start up— 
Fion and Oscar, and the giant bard 
Who struck his harp in Selmo— -they appear 
The awful sons of Trenmore ; and the maids, 
The fair-hair'd daughters of the silent glens 
Who shone like rainbows in the storm, and hush'd 
The voice of battle with the song of love. 
They rise again ; and in my misty dream 
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The Mratera which the heroes bounded o'er 

Against the sons of Lochlin, lift once moze 

Their glorious Toicee; wad Txeshomish comes 

With all the music of their thousand wares. 

Oh ! let me sit upon the old grey rocks 

That from the green mois moumftilly look oat, 

Mocking the sun with silence ; And^ like death, 

Returning life no echo. Let me sit 

And hear the murmur of the upland stream, 

Which li^ts the desert with its path of foam ; 

For ever singing on— it heedeth not 

The changes man is making in the world ; 

Glad in that^music which is only heard 

In the strange Tisions, which may cross the brain 

Of falcon dreaming in her eyry up 

And high above its tumult. Seest thou 

Yon ghastly tower upon the hill of storms ; 

Stianger, pass on, and enter not, for there 

Death has kept court; and, with the mighty grasp 

Of his cold skeleton hand, has swept a tribe 

Of wairiozs to oblivion. Seest thou 

Yon ridge of low4>row'd rocks that, shark-like, yawn 

To catch the sea surge in their monstrous jaws, 

Then spew it out in spray athwart high heaven ; 

Twas there a lonely pilgrim of the waves, 

A baik where all had perished by the plague, 

After the solitary hulk of death 

Had rollM a mighty diadow o'er the sea, 
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Fearful and black, wherefw winds and tidc^ 
Wash'd her in their strong spirit, till the shells 
Mail'd her enormous sides— and on she dioTe 
Like monster coTer'd o^et with leprosy. 
Poisoning the jocund lea^reese^ and the birds, 
The wandering little ones that wing'd her o'en 
Long swung she o'er the waters^ till at last 
She whirFd among the western isles, and up 
Their blue and beauteous friths* One winter night 
When the high moorland blast came shrieking down 
The gorges of Lochaber^ and blew out 
Its trump of discord on the moaning sea. 
Till the fierce boiling waters smote the hills 
Which caught them in their rude embrace, and cmsh'd 
Their spirit out — ^then flung the flashing shreds 
Of broken foam-smoke loud and sayagely, 
Amid the roar of heayen^ 'Twas on that night 
She hove among the breakers, and was swung 
Sheer o'er the cliffs^ a hundred fathoms high ; 
Where, like some awful dweller of the deep, 
Some of the old tremendous shapes that snore 
A thousand leagues beneath the plummet's range ; 
Bower'd 'mid those monstrous weeds, whose wings have 

waved 
Ten thousand years without e'er breaking from 
The rocks to which they're fastened ; — ^that old baric 
Lay high and dty, a thing of wonderment 
To all who gazed upon her canker'd ribs. 
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Some of the dmple dwellexB of yon tower, 
Wandering at mom beiide the nirly main, 
Deecried the fearfid light ; and, marveling, brought > 
Some of the mreek to their devoted home. 
But,meicyy heaven I the plague, the plague had lurk'd 
Like viper in the treacherous prize, and smote 
Its victims liko a fire bolt^— 4hey expired 
All in one dreadful night ; — ^the chief whose sword 
Had made his name a terror, and the bold. 
The youthful hunters, who like hawks could scale 
The comes of the wild hills, and the bards, 
The prophets of their tribe, who sat and sung 
Of Ossian and his battles— all expired. 
The blue-eyed daughten of the stately sunk ; 
The tower was left forsaken, neighbours heard. 
And fled its ftaiful solitude ;— the wolf 
Snuffd the fool taint, and, howling, sought the hill ; 
The fox walk'd shyly past : and from her cloud 
The zaven cxoak'd above the battlements^ 
As if she saw some breathing vision there ; 
Yes^ one fiiir maid was in it, — fated flower, 
Blary, the bi]|^it4uurM virgin, still lived on ; 
Yet none approach'd, to hold the cooling cup 
To the hot fever of her fiery lips ; 
All sfaonnM her silent pillow, — day pass'd on 
Andjurought no aid— -and with the glorious night, 
The mighty moon came rolling o'er the clifis 
Of fiur StrathfiUan ; and a thousand stars 
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Oasedy like the spinti ofher Idiidred^ down 

Uponhermtletiliead; ihe lay and keard 

The owlet and the gxey kite ftom their socks 

Shriek hy her lattice ; and the eagW icreani 

Far breaking up the lilence of the night. 

She heard the tea iq^laah, and the squally winds 

Go cutting o'er the watery wildemesk 

The loTcly one lay dyings while the moon 

Flash'd on her filled forehead, and reoall'd 

The Toice, the magic, and the melody 

Of dim departed years ^.—how beautiiiil 

That high and holy mystery of heaven 

Look'd on that home of death, and her, the last 

Of a remembered and a princely stock 

Of mountain warrioxs ! Oh ! it was a night 

Fit to make one in love with earth, and wile 

The spirit to her fetters: sea and sky 

Was spangled with the glory and the light 

Of twice ten thousand worlds ; and from the wave 

The melancholy music of the wind 

Came lone and dirge-like*-4haking ooi the walls 

The moss of ages, and the desert flowers. 

Which time had planted on the battlements-* 

His flag of desolation. Mary lay 

Dying amid the dead— and burning in 

The cold and blessed moonshine. From the tower 

The pale one gazed like death, with foded &oe, 

Over a world of beauty ; and she spread 
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Her wlute and Ibrtaruih handi, as if to clai^^ 
Yea, stiain to her embxaee^ iim gorgeous clouck 
That floated past her; in the boundless thrill, 
The joy of that bless'd moment, she forgot 
The death>pang and the bitterness that come 
Across the soul at parting^^all was lost 
In the glad frenzy of that awAil hour. 
She thought on moments when she roamed the hills, 
Her yellow tresses bound and braided with 
A snood of mountain roses, and she felt. 
While looking at the stars in their most high 
And undecaying temple, all the power, 
The passion, and the harmony, which marie 
A prophet's death-bed ;— oh ! the living past. 
That met her, as her memory wandered o'er 
The silent heaths, the grey rocks, and the moss 
Sprinkled athwart the old cairns; with dim years 
The tide of ancient song roll'd o'er her heart — 
Sach as the white*hair'd warrior^ of the past, 
Or perish'd bards had chanted, when they sat 
'Neath the darkptobed magnificence of heaven. 
It was a l<»ie traditionary hymn ; 
One oi the many which the voice of Goe, 
Oaian, the son of Fingal, might have sung. 
When gasing from the caves of Maimer, out 
Upon the rolling night clouds ; 'twas a chant, 
A wild address to nature's mysteries, 
Made by some aged Druid of the hills, 

H 
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Her funk eye brighten^ as she gtretch'd her hands. 
White as the starlight, towards the axnre Tault 
That fronted her in glory ; while she pour'd 
Her solemn music, till the wailing winds 
That walk'd lamenting past her, echoM back 
The strange unearthly numbers. 



THE HYMN. 

Thou bright undying mystery of space ! 

Thou round and liying world, that roUest through 

The uniTerse of darkness 1— beauteous orb ! 

How often on the peeks of those blue hills, 

That lie in glorious silence 'mid the douds, 

Have my sires met, and worship'd thee, and thou 

Hast risen and smiled on them, as now thou smilest 

Upon their ashes. Spirit-breathing star ! 

Thou Qomest in thy loveliness to woo 

The mighty shadow of descending night 

Hast thou a spell to call the far ofl' worids 

From their pavilions to attend on thee. 

When thou art journeying o*er yaa jagged peaks 

Alone and peerless in thy beauty f — they. 

Seem as delighted in thy presence, and 

Crowd round to share thy blessing. We depart \ 

The morning looks upon us in our hopes; 

The evening sunshine glitters on our grave: 

But thou arisest in thy world of clouds, 

The same to day as yesterdays— alone. 
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Queen of the atraieh'd-out heayens; and in thy beam 

My native hills, like nuuUe pyramids. 

Are white and calmly shining,*— while the winds 

Are up and singing round thera. Sure the souls 

Of all my sires are riding on that blast, 

To watch their daughter, as she shiyering lies 

Upon her bed of death. Shine on, shine on. 

Ye wanderers of immendty !•— though ye 

OutHye the feeble of the earth, my soul 

Shall triumph o*er ye ;•— when the hunter's hand 

Has raised my caini upon the lone hill side, . 

My spirit shall go forth in all her strength ; 

And trayeling on the mountain tempest, chant 

The deeds of <dd, — the songs of other daj-s. 

The grey stones of the hiU can neyer crush 

The spirit which I feel, as thus I gaze 

Upon eternity $— she yet will spring 

Forth firom the narrow mansion,*— and with God, 

Travd the uniyerse. 



The hymn of Mary ended, while the lips 
Thraugli which the music muxmur'd, like low wind 
Heurd on the sea at midnight^ quiyer'd, and 
Became as marble. Ha ! what step is that^ 
Which, stately as the stag on Squrralee, 
Boimds througli the pestilential chambers, and, 
l^^wng in l|ie might of sacred love, defies 
The ^tted demon I . Hist ! now, Mary, look, 
Upraise that dim, dflated eye, and gaze 

H 3 
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Upon thy fiiTOorite cbief^ the princely o«k 
On whoie broad breast thou oft hast lean'd thy heid- 
Thy youthful lord^ who in his glory might ^ 
Have led the chase with Oscar^ or beside 
The king of Morren battled. Now he stands, 
When all thy kin have left thee, by thy coucb, 
Like &lcon of the wilderness, that bean 
The rattling thunder breaking o'er hu young. 
He comes to die with thee ;-«-he knows the peit 
Will poison life's pure fountain, — but he tmsts 
To slumber with thee in a mountain tomb. 
O'er which the flowerets of the solitude. 
When summer, from her blue-roof*d palace, comes 
And calls them up— may brighten in the thought 
That some grey bard shall sit upon the rocks. 
And give their loves to fame. Old dreams renre 
The wasted tide of life ; — ^the maiden springs. 
Quick as a sunburst, to her Connel's arms. 
Oh, fond was that embrace ! an hour like this, 
Yea, moment, made of such deligfatM thoughts, 
Were worth a thousand crawling, creeping yean 
Of cold and dim existence. They at last 
Are reunited ; — from that den of death 
He bears bis dying bride. Alas! alas! 
The plague has smote him on the lonely hilL 
With cheek to cheek, and lock'd in one embxftoe. 
The hunter and his virgin both expire. 
Their grave is by the deep sea, and the surge 
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Waten its moii and keeps it eyer green. 
When summer suns have blister'd all the wild, 
And suck'd the mountain torrents down to rills, 
A beauteous yerdure, moisten'd by the spray 
Of the eternal and unshrinking deep, 
Blooms o'er these lovers ; and the little clouds, 
Lione ones amid high heaven, that wander far. 
Weep through the golden and autumnal eves 
On their green bed ; and in the hush of night, 
T¥hen sailing o'er Crag Guanach comes the moon, 
H^ay still be seen some plaintive mountain maid, 
"^^ith sunny tresses dangling from a snood 
Of dewy heath-flower, seated on that heap^ — 
^Ajdd if the weary pilgrim of the waste 
'^'ause, he will list some rude staves of a song, 
"^Vbich, framed by nameless bard, the shepherds learn 
And teach it to their children. 



SONG. 

Oh I thou that wert the bravest amongst men ! 
Thott art departed, like the troubled moon 
Over the hills of Creenan, when a storm 
TikfiS the bright watcher by the silver hair, 
And hurries her to darkness. Thou wert tall 
As is the pine tree on Loch Tula's banks — 
Swill as the deer of Ranoch— the high em 
That deaves the plume of clouds on Cruachan 

h3 
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Wag not mora flread^d In the ftddt of hMten, 
Than thoa in war, atnmg Imtaktr of thailiMds; 
And iho, tha beantaooB aanbaam of ihj ioiil« 
The Tiolat of Glenooe, has gone with thee 
Down to the narrow houw. Oh! shewasiUr!— > 
The soft bow woren by the summer shower, 
When o'er Lochiel the blue doods from the sea 
And the glad day-beams mingle, was less mild 
Than she, the iriolet of our Talleys; but' 
The spoiler, in his stnmg-w{ng*d diaffoti; tMoB 
And breathed upon the blMSonuf of ottf Innd. 
Oh ! in their brings thOy were loTelyi aad 
In death were not divided j^but, alas ! 
Will none of ye return 1 will none of ye 
Come back. In pity to your weeping kin t 
Our wail rolls on — the douds are on the brae— 
The mist descending— «nd the pinewoods groan 
In torture to the deep majestic winds 
Far travelling o*er Benaltap-i-moumfiilly 
The sun departs — the night is on the hill — 
The grey stone of the perish'd answers not. 



The bard is by Lochiel^ and now his steps 
Are on the monarch of our Scottish Alps, 
Ben-Nevis ! thou august and awM mass 
Of everlasting granite. Round its base 
Winds a wild valley, where the brave of old 
Found shelter 'mid the cav^ and waterfitUs, 
When kingly power let slip the dogs of war 
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To hunt the scatter'd^ peisecated few, 
The wiedks of dark Gulloden's field of hlood ; 
And here an old rude fort'lice meets your gaze, 
Built in the giey and visionary days 
Of dim tradition, when the savage glued 
The unchisel'd mountain masses into one 
By the strong arm of fire ; — and, reader, list ! 
The hard is moved, as standing hy the hlack 
And solitary ruin. Hark ! he sings 
A coronach to the Spirit of the place. 



ro THE VITRIFIED FORT IN GLEN-NEVIS. 

I BIND in wonder o'er the living fountains, 

Like a lone spirit of the cataract; 
Or gaze athwart Lochaber's savage mountains. 

Measuring the em on her majestic track ; 
Or with the hawk, high in these shadowy regions, 

Nestle amid the tempest, and the gleam 
Of sunny douds, that ranged in glorious legions, 

Float onward like the phantoms of a dream. 

Fondly 1 list the far and wild commotion 
Of the strong wind, as o'er the hill he skiffs ; 

Or drink the music, as the mighty ocean 
Rings like the voice of God among the ch'fTs; 

In Joy I see the dim waves dance and brighten 
Around the marUe hem of many an ide, 
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And the eternal mounlaim rise and whiten 
'Mid light's high tnck, and summer's crimson smi 

But, ah ! the song is hush'd along the meadow, 

Mute is the shepherd's pipe upon the hill, 
And time moves o'er our deserts like a shadow, 

Bidding the magic of the harp be still. 
And silenoe, like the robes of death or dumber^ 

FbUs round the green sides of each fiiiry glen, 
And, save the ruin'd cot or caim^s grey lumber, 

Nought tells that Scotland's valleys had their men. 

Yes, men of hardihood— the boast of story. 

Once moved in pride through these unpeopled vales 
There beauty built her summer bower, and f^ory 

'Lean'd on his sword, and listen'd to her tales ; 
And mudc had her songs that will not wither — 

The bard his harp-strings and prophetic thought ; 
And on those dreary slopes of rock and heather 

The voice of Cona sung, and Fingal fought 

Ay, and a thousand plaided dans were ready 

To face unscared the battle's loudest roar, 
And fling its billows back — as firm and steady 

As rocks dash out the sea-surge from the shore ; 
But, oh ! the days are changed — a desert meets us, 

Instead of peopled glens, and Jaughii^ eyes ; 
And the wild hawk, or wandering eagle, greets us 

With dreary yell, in place of love's replies. 

A wanderer came, — the stem claymore was wielded 
By the free peasant of the lonely hill, 
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Who, rnsfafaig tnm ids tuMoiMh eyry, shidded 
The flUher iHio iMgat Mm v-^wcely dtrill 

His imri^Ty swept the crags— the stranger felt it, 
And vainly braved the bonnet and the tai^ge ; 

The boast of Enghind like a snow-wreath melted 
Before the level'd thunder of their charge. 

Yet vain the firee bom and the noble hearted 

HewM 'mid the bristling steel and cannon's roar : 
The light, the fire of Albion's tribes departed 

In the red tempest of Drummossie moor; 
In vain the mighty of the glens defended 

Their mountain hearths— fell treachery was nigh v— 
The broTO—the beautiful — the long descended, 

Vanished like starlights when the sun is nigh. 

The grey hill knows them not—the hunter's shelling 
Stands lone and desolate upon the brae \ 

The sons of song— the breasts of worth and feeling— 
The stately of the glens, have paes'd away ; 

In vain the summer shines— the tempest gathers- 
No one is there to greet 4hem in the fHath ; 

Gone to the glorious spirits of their Others, 
The plaided sons of Sootia sleep in death. 

Yes, the grey boothy and our towers are hoary. 

No more the hunters gather in.tbe hall. 
To rouse the red deer by the misty oorrie^ - 

Or hit the fakxm by the n^terfall ; 
The rising beams of hope may come and gather 

O'er other hunds— they will not visit us; 



^«0 OF •»• w 
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"•w ispiae and tli»s, » . 

"• "Jbto and simg »i.. 
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And the warrior bard of Cona 

Sang the tales of other da>B ; 
While the sons of toil and hazard 

Round the mighty minstrd stood, 
And the huntera of the desert 

Felt their rugged souls subdued. 

Fingal, when the minstrel's measure 

Bade the pipe of battle cease, 
Here hath spread the board of pleasure 

To the grey-hair'd men of peace ; 
And the generous shell has bounded 

Round and round the stately throng, 
Till the wilderness resounded 

To the bard's undying song. 

Here the heroes oft have reyel'd 

In the carnage of the foe; 
Here the dark boar has been level'd 

By some strong unerring hon ; 
Here a thousand trumps were sounding, 

When they spread the snowy sail— 
Riders of the blue sea bounding 

To the aid of Innisfail. 

Daylight still is spread in glory 

O'er each mountain's lordly crest; 
On the precipices hoary 

Hawk and eagle have their nest ; 
And the high breeze crisps the river; 

SttfVs j'et ble« each lovely spot; 
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But those men m fone flir ever. 
And the grey hill knowi them not. 

They bad cures and grieSa bewflderiiy — 

They had hopee, and feais, and thiiU— 
They had wirei, and homes, and chUdren,— 

But the tomb has daim'd them all. 
They haTO felt each stem dejection 

Which comes o'er the boundii^ heart: 
And they proved th^ keen affcetifln 

In the bitter hour to part 

Like their dreg, \heiy quaflTd life's dialiCe— 

Like their sira^ death laid them down, 
Where the men of cot and palace 

Mingle ifvithout grudge or frown. 
Sorrow changed in them each feature- 
Busy brain and }x>uthiiil pace- 
Stem necessity which nature 
Binds upon the human race. 

They had hours of storm and meekness- 
Gloomy night and sunny day- 
Hours of trial, pain, and sickness, — 

But their dreams have pass'd away. 
AH have wander'd into slumbeiu- 
Silence rests above each head — 
Strange, that such a countless number, 
Like the morning clouds have fled ! 

They have pass'd, and left their ashes 
Floating on each distant breeze *, 
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Ldke the ymwe that leaps, and washes 

Long-lost pearls from the sees. 
Time shall spread his wings asunder. 

And unvail the awful past ; 
To Jehorah's trump of thunder 

They shall rise, and live at last 



AgaiDy and oawaxd through the silent glens 
The Bard piiiiMt his solitary path, 
Where nature, in her Tast magnificence, 
Aloft, alone, unhlemishM by the steps 
Of dwarfish art, sits on her rocky throne^ 
Piled o'er t|ie steadfast mountain-tops, where life 
But rarely Tentures,«-where the giant clifis 
Smite the intruding clouds that roll along 
The peaks of Badenoch, or westward curl 
Up from the savage cares of far Loch Houm, 
Making the waste more swarthy. As he reach'd 
The Spean's restless waters, one small cloud 
Deepen'd and stood, while darkness like a veil 
Game down upon Lochaber and the hills 
That wildly wall broad Leny's sleepless waves. 
And changed them into night. The Poet knew 
A summer tempest brooded in the air, 
Which seem'd o'er*loaded with the burden, and 
Held in its breath, as if to meet the shock 
Of the roused elements. At last it broke — 
A chaos of sublimity— and swept 
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The firsctured ribt and mowy pinnaclet 

Of hoar Ben-NeTis, downwmrd throogfa the cnU 

Of Gonads battleinenUy until the sorf 

Of the Tex'd waten, nauig in its strength. 

Hissed through the yawning atmo^here, and nno^ '^ 

The highest ridges on the shores of Mull, 

Spreading a horrid twilight o'er the dim 

And silent hills of Morren ; — and the Bud 

Stood then alone, upon the mighty sweeps 

Which form Glenspean and that mystic past 

The rale of Boy, — ^where the grey kings of old 

Formed those gigantic roads on which to drive 

Their chariots to some ^lendid capital, 

Whose wilderness of building once adoru'd 

The melancholy moors )—aLis! alas! 

That such should be forgotten. Hark ! the storm 

Deepens along the mountain ridges, and 

Shakes the old Talleys to their centre ; — ay. 

The sky is cut and quarterM by the charge 

Of the blue liying lightnings : from their nests, 

High up among the snowwork of the hills. 

The eagles are awakenM, and the fox 

Comes mad and howling from his trembling cave. 

Gnashing his teeth in anguish at the storm* 

Heayen is like midnight ; while the awful sea. 

Whipped to distraction by the fiery scourge. 

Is sparkling like a sunset ; — through the drift 

Tlie gulls are whirling like unpractised things 
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^^t kindred to the tempest Where we stand, 
*^ the old tale be true, a city stood — 
-^ goodly capital, whose spires, and towers, 
And noble domes and palac^es, stretch'd on 
-C^m Lochy to that lone and lovely glen 
Cut by the waves of Roy. Gloriously, 
In wUd barbaric splendour, proudly tower'd 
TTenace on teiraoe, and a thousand piles, 
^ude and &ntastie as the April clouds, 
lilark'd out the royal city, where the kings 
Of ancient Caledonia held command. 
*rho6e paths were trod by crowds and giant chie&, 
Xong, long before the Bard of Cona pour'd 
iHis music to the night-wind. While the blast 
38 rattling o^er Glenfinnan; and the clouds 
IHave blocked the waves of Gorran, in a hut, 
-A. shepherd's dwelling, listening to a tale. 
The Bard is seated by the shelling fire — 
JV tale of the old capital, whose towers 
Kie buried in the wilderness around. 
^ Tis an old story of the dead, and soon, 
Miike the wild torrents of the pathless hills, 
^^TwottM perish in that wide and boundless sea 
%niich swallows and has swallow'd all the past, 
K^d not the dwellers of the upland glens 
»rve some scattered fragments. 



i2 
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THE RESCUE. 



a €ale. 



"lis midnight— .thrmigli her sileiit firownr 

The broad round moon is looking down ;— 

Tis midnight— by his fiiding lamp 

The chief sits lonely in his camp, 

And, weary with his rererie. 

His elbow resting on his knee, 

A pillar's base beneath his foot, 

His heart as chill — his lip as mate, 

He listens to the night-winds high 

That through the ruin wander by. 

But ah ! it is not Una's sigh. 

No, she has tarried long — the star. 

Their trysting torch, is seen afar ; 

But hark ! a warrior enters now, 

Dismay upon his swarthy brow ; 

He greets the chief, — ^but like a spell 

Upon his heart each sentence fell ; 

His bosom heaves — his burning brain 

Glares through his eye's unearthly strain ; 

His naked brand is in his grasp — 

His breath comes struggling gasp by gasp*- 
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Bib btow aMUmes a deadlier paley— 

Gomiiialy it is a fearful tale. 

" Cursed be their altars and their creed 

That doom'd the beautiful to bleed ! 

KdA. witherM be this soul of mine. 

If the^s not rescued from their shrine ! 

^e'U have reyenge— «y, deep and stark, 

&TOC can smite them in the dark^ 

«A&d yengeance— who may bide her brand, 

^Wken swung by lore's dei^iring hand ? 

"Ve'll meet them at their rites — away, 

^d rouse our kindred for the fray ! 

*nMn meet me ere yon little star 

"That rises o^er Benglo afar 

Jbwnds the sky. Oh^ Una ! we 

Shall lead thee from the hateful tide ; 

Ten thousand &lchious of the ficee, 

^t dower at such a time for thee, 

^ill guard thee to my side." 



11. 



The band is ranged^^the flag uAfiirl'd, 
like meteor on the breeze it curl'd^ 
At Gathal cried with bitter smiley 
'^ Woe to the Dniids of Argyle t 
A groan shall echo through each vale, 
Bnt death will only tell the tale." — 

i3 
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There was a silence like the gffftTe 
Around them when his threat he gave : 
His band beheld him stem and stilly 
And scarcely gare tiieir war^es breath ; 
Like thunder dying on the hill. 
Long— sullen — deep, and terrible^ 
Low roU'd their groan of death. 



in. 



But wherefore move those clansnten now^ 

And why so wild their battle yell ? 

Oh ! ask yon chief with sullen brow. 

And he can answer well ; 

His naked blade and tightened bow 

A fearful tale will telL 

And who the foe ? — a gloomy band^ 

The holy warriors of the land,. 

Who yearly doom, in sayage pride, 

A virgin for great Odin's bride ; 

They 'mid their mountains hold their thxon 

Gloomy as death — unseen— «lone ; 

Through superstition's night they've slept, 

And kept the faith their fathers kept, 

With all its mystery-— all its gloom. 

Stem votaries of the cheierless tomb. 
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IV. 



btber — ^'tis a holy name, 
[Jna's turns that word to shame, 
he would spurn his horrid faith, 
snatch his drooping flower from death, 
hope he true — thy tiairail hrief— 
«d to thy spear, thou desert chief! 
I may thy falchion's lowering heam 
e red in Lochy's deadly stream ! 
lore is fierce— thy fancy wild 
Eidy sees her in the flood^ 
le death's eternal arms are coil'd 
ind her, as her spotless hlood 
ins to ooze, and darker deck 
Lack'ning wreaths her snowy neck. 

V. 

hrough misfortune's bitter blast 
dart the sunshine of the past- 
sweets of many a vanished day, 
me lingering bliss will not depart, — 
lents of lore, whose summer ray 
gs warmly round the heart 
he forget his Una's smile ? 
no ! that eye will be the star 
^de him onward to Argyle, 
)re her stem kindred are ; 
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For oh ! that oib if teen to peep 
From out iti loft and lilver lid. 
Like wmmer dewdrops^ when they deep 
Within the lily's hoiom deep. 
Half hy the irory foliage hid ; 
And then the heauties of her mould I 
She walk'd thii breathing world of onn^ 
Like thote angelic ihapei of old 
Who dwelt in Eden's blooming boweiiy 
Ere Death had doom'd one flower to how. 
When earth with starry lustre shone ; 
Ere Time had torn from nature's brow 
The first bright garland she had on» 
Her soul was form'd for love and mirth ; 
She gambol'd o'er this shadowy earth. 
Oh ! lovely in her hours of glee. 
Brilliant as sunbeam walks the sea^ 
Fair as the summer bow that shifts 
In peace o'er heavens delightful blue^ 
Or star that from its forehead lifts 
A cloudy and gazes through. 

VL 

'Tis evening's holiest hour, llie brow 
Of heaven looks like a thing of mirth. 
How sweetly sleeps the moonlight now 
Upon the dusky earth ! 
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Like some fair mantle o'er the whole ; 

While zephyr, through the blue Tault streaming. 

Has lullM to rest the weary soul 

Of nature in the calmness dreaming ! 

What eye can yiew the beauteous night 

Upon her lone and star*lit road. 

Guarded by solitude and light ? 

What soul can yiew so fair a sight 

And not ascend to God? 

Then, even the icy atheist feels 

Something his heart can not deny. 

That on his earthly spirit steals. 

And tells him his cold faith's a lie. 

VIL 

I 

'Tis midnight ; towards that deadly stream. 

Like fonns that sometimes haunt our dream. 

The yirgin mores. Her flashing hair 

Ul screen'd a cheek and brow so &ir. 

Her silent step, her bridal dress 

So white in beauteous negligence. 

The mute,vthe saddening marchy— the tread 

Of yirgins with their faded flowers. 

Such as they strew aboye the dead. 

In friendship's holy bowers — 

All spoke of soROw, pain, and death ; 

But woe as yet held in her breath. 
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VIII. 

Ye whofe stem boaoim aeldom melt^ 

Oh ! marrel not that Una felt 

An agony in that dark hour^ 

Which chiU'd her youthful spirit's power ; 

Though standing on time's dizzy hrink^ 

She still had left the spell to think. 

And objects often brightest dart 

Through life's last twilight round the heart. 

And wild and living thoughts will come 

And draw the wandering spirit home ; 

And visions that in silence slept 

When the young eyeball seldom wept. 

Kindle again when death is nigh. 

As suns flash brightest when they die. 

Thus Una saw one flowery spot 

Which in the blackness £ftded not ; 

She felt — though sire had doom'd his child — 

That one free spirit of the wild 

Would draw the battle brand for her, 

Or die upon her sepulchre. 

IX. 

Like some fair sculptured monument, 
Una entranced in silence stood. 
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^^le as the dead, and only bent 
^er eyeballs on the flood ; 
Acud^ but for that firail mark — ^her breath, 
Vou might have deem'd the shadow death, 
^he stood until her large daxk eye, , 
Made lovelier eyen in agony. 
Met the wild glances of her sire. 

Oh I one loud shriek she utter'd then. 

Told that her bosom's sleeping fire 

Was waked to life again. 

She had forgot amid the gloom 

That gathered round her dizzy brain, 

The one who doom'd her to the tomb. 

The yictim fled from memory's eye : 

She heard that some one was to die. 

She saw the march move mute and slow. 

She heard them whisper words of woe 

About the altar and the wave. 

She saw the ensigns of the grave. 

The bridal weeds, the mournful wreath. 

And oh ! she heard the name of death. 

Each virgin's cheek was blanch'd and pale ; 

She heard them breathe the dreadful tale^ 

But not the victim's name ; 

And round her heart, and round her eye. 

Hung darkness, like a starless sky 

Through which no object came— 
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A sickening dizzineM, a mist 

Through which she wandered, wildly blest 

Only a moment ; for when burst 

Her father on her sight at first. 

The truth flashed fiercely on her soul : 

She knew — she felt the fearful whole. 

X. 

When all the feelings that had slept 
Broke round her heart, the &ir one wept. 
Until her sister yirgins came 
To dress her for the shrine of fiinie. 
And now the sacred wreath is spread. 
To bloom in death around her head. 
A cloud, that long had roU'd afar 
Across the breast of many a star. 
Faded ; and, from their thrones on high. 
Those watchers of eternity 
Look'd out, in all their living light. 
On the vast wilderness of night. 
That beautiful, that startling glance. 
Brought to her trembling soul at once 
Each dream of love, each faithful vow : 
But where, oh ! where is Gathal now? 
She only hears the stifled sigh 
Of her companions standing by. 
She only sees beneath her feet 
, That grave she shudders now to meet. 
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XL 



Her father^ priest of Lochy's tide, 
Must without trembling giye his daughter 
The lot has claimed her for the bride 
Of that unholy water. 
Her father loves her : he could never 
Bear the wild withering thought to sever. 
But that he knows her soul will spring 
From the blest waves on starry wing ; 
And^ with her country's martyrs, breathe 
In spots ne'er visited by death. 
Oh ! the blest joy which then shall dart, 
Like sunburst, o'er his aged heart. 
When, welcomed for his deed sublime. 
He sits the first in Odin's clime. 
Thus thought the old enthusiast : ay, 
And'sunder'd nature's holiest tie. 
But all may turn from systems dim, 
D^pcaded, and worn out by time ; 
Yes, all may scoff and change but him — 
The xuler of the clime : 
His ancient pride, his sacred creed. 
The martyr's willingness, the meed 
That waits him in another sphere, 
Will make him true to error here : 

K 
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And all may own the iting of pain^ 

Befofe the devotee will feel. 

And thingg that turn the soher hiain 

Glide lightly o/This heart of ateeL 

The eagle spreads her wing, and shrouds 

Her offspring from the tfannder clouds ; 

But man, on enor's ocean driyen. 

Who stands a candidate for heaven. 

Will spare not^ — if his spirit says-— 

^'Strike! God commands thee 9 stnkeandpnuer 

Of all the passions nursed hy hell. 

Which make the human heart their cell, 

A bigot feels the stemeft still : 

His restless bosom, charged with ill, 

A desert of creation makes ; 

His vengeance on the wretch is driven 

Who scorns his creed, and boldly takes 

Another path than his to heaven. 

XIL 

The parting scene is coming now : 
The priests their holy spells have given. 
Their hands are on her beauteous brow. 
Their prayers ascend to heaven ; 
And she has shut the snowy lid. 
And the last maiden's kiss has bid, 
With warm convulsive throb, farewell ; 
While many a tear in secret fell 
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From other eyes than woman's there, 

To see a flower so young, so &ii. 

Dropping away, although it be 

Into a blest eternity. 

For still we weep to part with those 

Who shared our pleasures and our woes. 

Faith may point upward to the sky ; 

But oh I the frail, the weeping eye. 

Tired with the boundless journey, must 

Soon sink from flight so strange and vast, 

To gaze again on kindred dust, 

And wildly weep at last. 

Though bright the pictures hope may bring. 

Yet parting is a lonely thing ; 

And oh I the midnight of the grave 

Can hide the fairest e'er she gave. 

XHI. 

Una has touch*d the water's brim : 
She feeli it not — ^her heart is cold ; 
She sees it not — her eyes are dim ; 
Sorrow hath made them old. ' 

But hark that sound, so dull and dread ! 
'TIS pity's wail above the dead. 
Ay, Una, start : thou know'st it well— 
The bridal dirge, thy funeral knell. 
'Tis a cold thought to leave the earth. 
The holy spot which gave thee birth. 
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The hearts that made thee all their care. 
And go— alas ! thou know'st not where. 
But go thou must : — ^thy requiem's ¥rail 
Is sweeping o'er dark Lochy's rale. 
As if death with his voice of dread 
Called thee to press his watery bed. 



DIRGE. 

Sfirit ! who rearest thy throne 

In the blue deep, 
Waft this deyoted one 

Gently to sleep. 
May hope sit beside her 

Beneath the pure wave, 
Till silver stars guide her 

Be} ond the dull grave. 

II. 

Farewell ! thou shalt be 

In those arbours of bliss, 
As lovely and free 

As in worlds like this. 
Yon stars are thy throne, 

And the couch of thy rest 
Is sweet as thine own 

Sunny bowers of the west. 
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III. 



The earth shall grow old, 

And the ocean decay, 
The siui glimmer cold, 

And the moon drop away ; 
But the spirit above 

Shall bear thy young form. 
On the pinions of love. 

O'er the last dreadful storm. 



XIV. 

When standing on time's dizzy brink, 
The shivering soul has room to think 
On being's dreary journey past : 
Life's wildest moment is its last. 
But hark that shout ! again, again 
It mars the sweetness of the strain ; 
And wilder than the ocean's breath, 
When lined with fire and wing'd with death, 
It sweeps across the startled sky — 
** Revenge ! revenge !" — All hear the cry, 
And start amid their h6ly rite. 
For now the sword begins to smite. 
A moment's groan, that wildly thrill'd 
Through the dull night, and death has stiQ'd 
A hundred hearts, the best who stood 
In prayer beside their holy flood. 

k3 
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The gathering shouts ring deadlier still ; 
They thicken over plain and hill. 
Like thunder on its cloudy track^ 
Flinging ten thousand echoes back. 
And well the bride of Lochy knew 
The ¥rar-cry of her faithful one. 
As loweringly his banner flew 
Like black cloud 'neath the sun ; 
And his red fiilchion hew'd away 
The foremost ranks that dared to stay^ 
Whose brands but feeble barriers shine 
Between him and the sacred shrine. 

XV. 

The spell is broke. They come, they come ; 
But yengeance needs no trump nor drum 
To tempt the burning heart to ^adke, 
Or teach the falchion whom to smite. 
Leagued in one sable mass, they close 
In death's wild struggle with their foes. 
As leaps the hurricane to birth. 
While thunder paves its way to earth. 
That dark-eyed chief, with dripping sword. 
Springs foremost on the shrinking horde. 
And paused not in his wrath, till h^ 
Had lopp'd from life's unguarded txee 
The fairest of its boughs away. 
As in the ocean melts the spray 
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'When the broad ¥raye8 are ciudiog white. 
So quickly vanished from the sight 
l¥hole ranks of holy heads lliat wore 
The badge of peace an hour before. 

XVI. 

'^ On ! on ! and smite the fearful horde. 

Pause not, till not an arm can stir. 

Think not of mercy, till the sword 

Is blunted o'er with massacre." 

Thus roat'd the chief^ and Una heard 

His well-known yoice. llie lamp of night 

Now show'd her whom destruction marred 

In his unhallowed flight. 

The moon was laughing in the tide, 

The shrine was burning at her side. 

And she — ^the victim — still was there ; 

But not 'mid priests with hymn and prayer. 

Instead of praise, the dying yell 

Rose deeply from the crowds that fell ; 

And her fair sisters all had fled. 

Those who were taught to chant the hymn 

Above her cold and lifeless head, 

And dress each moveless limb* 

Alone, without the power to stir. 

She stood in that chill sepulchre : 

So strange the scene, so quick the strife. 

So brief the change from death to life. 
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So beautiful hope's sunbunt flew 
Athwart her dim and dizzy yiew^ 
So like the glimpse^ in slumber given 
To the enthusiast's soul^ of heaven ; 
That all had tum'd her giddy brain 
Until she heard the shouts amain^ 
And saw her holy kindred arm 
To save their sacred shrine from harm. 
'Twas then she knew the blessed change, 
Twas then her eye began to range ; 
She saw her kindred struggling on, 
She saw them falling one by one 
Beneath the injured Cathal's might, 
Whose tribe like whirlwind swept her by ; 
She saw her father in the fight. 
His pale hands lifted to the sky. 
His fierce eye on his foemen cast. 
His white hair floating on the blast. 
His nostril stretch'd, his hissing breath — 
The echo of revenge or death, — 
She saw no more : a giant grasp. 
Hurried as lightning, seem'd to clasp 
Her gentle waist, and from the stream 
Bore her as in a fairy dream. 

XVII. 

Beneath a tree, that seem'd as bent 
To form some lover's monument, 
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Her wairior rested her^ and now 
The gore wipes from his throbbing brow. 
He stood amid his native train. 
As in the tempest stands the oak 
Shaking his mighty arms amain, 
As if rejoicing in the shock* 
Ho time to sheathe the blade, or breathe : 
The holy band are round them ranged, 
Each hollow eye is darting death, 
Fix'd in the fiery storm of wrath ; 
Dark, savage, and unchanged, 
Cathal beheld them come. His eye 
Roll'd o'er them long and loweringly, 
While in defiance stem he stood, 
His bare arm crimson'd o'er with blood, 
His snow-white plumage gory now. 
His black hair lashing on his brow ; 
His eye a ghastly wildness took, 
As in that moment of his might 
His beamy falchion high he shook. 
As terrible as night — 
But night with all its horrors dire. 
Storm, thunder, and devouring fire. 
On came the foe — a desperate throng- 
Souls burning to repay each wrong 
Done to their holy shrine. On high 
Their yell of vengeance rends the sky. 
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Like thunder when its echo thrills. 

Breaking along a thousand hills* 

Wild at their head is Una's sire. 

Rushing to conquer or eiq^ive ; 

With eyery pang his soul it wrung : 

He utter'd hut one shout, and i^ming 

Upon the grove of bristling lances. 

On which the meiry moonbeam dancea 

That glittering wall receired them well : 

His bravest in a moment felL 

They wildly pause to eye their foes. 

Then yell, and charge again, and close ; 

Hoarse, panting in each other's fitoe. 

They struggle long in death's eiubrace. 

O'eipower'd at last, they scorn to fly. 

But where they battle bravely die. 

Their swords were broken where they stood, 

But not until the very hilt 

Was clotted with their foemen's blood. 

And every arrow gilt. 

Yet though his sacred tribe be gone. 

The sire of Una scorns to yield : 

Amid his foes — ^he stands alone 

On that ensanguined field. 

Though lie his firmest low and chill. 

His eye beams forth defiance stiU. 

His aged arm hath not been slack,* 

His quiver's empty at his back ; 
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Xlis fatal bow prepares to nng, 

Ks parting shaft is at the string, 

JVnd Una sees— oh dreadful view ! — 

"Her sire among his foemen stand ; 

His bow has snapped, yet strong and true 

His last shaft quiverM, struck, — and slew ; 

His blade is in his hand : 

His mantle round his left arm twined. 

His long hair streaming on the wind. 

His veins are swollen, his forehead pale. 

His dark eye tells a fearful tale. 

His breathing quick, his proud lip curl'd. 

As if in scorn against the world, 

His teeth are set, his bosom bare. 

And his soul mighty in despair. 

Thus firm he stood to meet the foe : 

Thus fell he^ by a host laid low. 

XVIII. 

Now have they reach'd— where hidden lay 

A shallop in a rocky bay. 

Off from the land the ressel flies, 

His brand can check the straggling foe. 

While the &ir moon and starry skies 

Will guide them to the ocean's flow. 

Tis sweet when two fond bosoms meet 

In one long sabbath day of rest. 
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And all may own the iting of pain. 

Before the derotee will feel. 

And things that turn the sober brain 

Glide lightly off his heart of steeL 

The eagle spreads her wing, and shrouds 

Her offspring from the thnnder elouds ; 

But man, on eiro/s ocean driyen. 

Who stands a candidate for heayen. 

Will spare not^ — if his spirit says — 

'^ Strike! God commands thee ; stnke and pnue T 

Of all the passions nursed by hell. 

Which make the human heart their cell, 

A bigot feels the sternest still : 

His restless bosom, charged with ill, 

A desert of creation makes ; 

His vengeance on the wretch is driven 

Who scorns his creed, and boldly takes 

Another path than his to heaven. 

XII. 

The parting scene is coming now : 
The priests their holy spells have given. 
Their hands are on her beauteous brow. 
Their prayers ascend to heaven ; 
And she has shut the snowy lid. 
And the last maiden's kiss has bid. 
With warm convulsive throb, farewell ; 
While many a tear in secret fell 
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Who walk exect in lier Idgh palaces^ 
Where the daye dwella not, and the lummer son 
Has not the Tigour te unlace Uie cap 
Of winter from the doud-dividing cliffiL 
Yes, here the peasants of the mountains met. 
And withtheir exiled prince flung down the gkive 
Of stem defiance to i^ hireling handf ^ 
Whose trade alone was war : and many a field, 
Grimson'd with hlood, show*d what a freeman's arm 
Could do, when yengeance nerved it Valley ! — ay, 
Thy mighty steeps has echo'd to the shout. 
The war*pipe of thy children : such wild notes 
Recalled again the dim gigantic shades 
Of grey tradition, Fingal and his host 
Rushing to hattle ; and perchance some hird. 
Some hoary eagle that for centuries 
Sat dreaming in his eyry, — on whose ear 
The old neglected battle-chants, the hymns 
Of clai^i forgotten, broke again— awoke 
AjHl thought hif dMsaiB of chUdhood had returned, 
* Thoae days of pride, when looking from his throne 
He saw the Bruce and Isla's chieftain charge 
The hosts of Lorn,— or heard the bugle blast 
Of Wallace ringing through the deepest glens. 
Denouncing death to tyrants* If such bird 
In patriarchal secrecy kept court 
Amid thy cragi, when Kinloch Moidart led 
His native tribes, and stem Glengarry rush'd — 
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Appin, and Moray, and the men of Coe ; 
With Keppochy and CUnxanald^ and'the host 
Of brave Lochiel, with all their pipes of death 
Sounding the gathering of the ■trong, — he must 
Haye started in his dotage— and o'erjoyM, 
Deemed the old siimng times of chiyaLry* 
Once more had iwept the land. Glenfinnan ! ay. 
The pibroch and the broadsword — and the targe. 
The bonnet, and the falcon plumage waved 
Along thy heathery uplands, — and the breeze 
Which, coming from the blue sea, only Shakes 
The ancient pine trees i» tfay.£nctures, then 
Flung high the banners of a hundred tribes,^ 
The valiant and the long descended — they 
Whose cairns are now upon the lonely moor. 
And bringing back the glory of far times. 
When Scotia sat an empress in the world. 
The proud, the kingly standard of our clime 
Amid thy depths was borne upon the winds, , 
The beacon for the noble-hearted, who 
Knelt down, and in the face of mighty heaven 
Swore to defend or perish in the cause. ^ 
They kept their word ; and England's centre felt. 
Ay, shook before the thunder of their charge. 
They battled bravely and unshrinking, till 
Death took his stand on black CuUoden moor, 
And drew his curtain o'er the fatal scene. 
Lone glen ! ay, thou hast seen the last, the best 
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III. 



The earth shall grow old, 

And the ocean decay, 
The sun glimmer cold, 

And the moon drop away ; 
But the spirit aboye 

Shall bear thy young form. 
On the pinions of love. 

O'er the last dreadful storm. 



XIV. 

When standing on time's dizzy brink. 
The shiyering soul has room to think 
On being's dreary journey past : 
Life's wildest moment is its last. 
But haik that shout ! again, again 
It mars the sweetness of the strain ; 
And wilder than the ocean's breath, 
When lined with fire and wing'd with death^ 
It sweeps across the startled sky — 
" Reyenge ! revenge !" — All hear the cry, 
And start amid their holy rite. 
For now the sword begins to smite. 
A moment's groan, that wildly thrill'd 
Through the dull night, and death has still'd 
A hundred hearts, the best who stood 
In prayer beside their holy flood. 

k3 
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The gathering shouts ring deadlier still ; 
They thicken orer plain and hill. 
Like thunder on its cloudy track^ 
Flinging ten thousand echoei back. 
And well the bride of Lochy knew 
The war-cry of her faithful one^ 
As loweringly his banner flew 
Like black cloud 'neath the sun ; 
And his red felchion hew'd away 
The foremost ranks that dared to stay. 
Whose brands but feeble barriers shine 
Between him and the sacred shrine. 

XV. 

The spell is broke. They come, they come ; 
But Tengeance needs no trump nor drum 
To tempt the burning heart to strike. 
Or teach the falchion whom to smite. 
Leagued in one sable mass, they close 
In deatVs wild struggle with their foes. 
As leaps the hurricane to birth, 
While thunder payes its way to earth. 
That dark-eyed chief, with dripping sword. 
Springs foremost on the shrinking horde. 
And paused not in his wrath, till h^ 
Had lopp'd from life's unguarded tree 
The fairest of its boughs away. 
As in the ocean melts the spray 
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The wild stag knew thy horn, the falcon flaunted, 
And from his snow rocks shrieking shiinn*d thy ken ; 
The fleetest rorer of the mountains panted 
When thou camest sweeping through the narrow glen. 

Child of the lonely yalloy ! thou hast trodden. 
With kindred warriors, Correyeric^ brow, 
When, rushing to the flght of black Culloden, 
The glory of the glens was doom'd to bow ; 
And thou didst swell the cry of savage slaughter. 
Which tdd the charge of Scotland's plaided band, 
When swords were shiver'd, and the blood, like water, 
Was vainly pour'd for their devoted land. 

Add thou didst meet the Saxon ; ay, and trample 
The crimson kite until it lick'd the dust : 
Though foil'd and worsted, thy revenge was ample, 
And none struck truer — deadlier to their trust 
Thou saw*st the mighty and the noble-hearted 
Go down beneath the stranger and the slave]"; — 
The glory of thy kindred there departed. 
The mountain thistle withered in the grave : 

But not before it's brave defenders level'd 
The bands who dared to tread upon its plume : 
Where mercy shriek'd, as death>— the spectre — reveFd 
Amid the gory trophies of the tomb : 
When bonnet braved the helm ; and claymores, blended, 
Hew'd 'mid the bayonet hedges of the foe, 
Link'd in that wild embrace which only ended 
With the roused spirit's last convulsive throe, 

L 3 
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So beautiful hope's sunbunt flew 
Athwart her dim and dizzy riew. 
So like the glimpse, in slumber giren 
To the enthusiast's soul^ of hearen ; 
That all had tum'd her giddy brain 
Until she heard the shouts amain. 
And saw her holy kindred arm 
To save their sacred shrine from harm. 
'Twas then she knew the blessed change, 
Twas then her eye began to range ; 
She saw her kindred struggling on. 
She saw them falling one by one 
Beneath the injured Cathal's might, 
Whose tribe like whirlwind swept her by ; 
She saw her father in the fight. 
His pale hands lifted to the sky. 
His fierce eye on his foemen cast. 
His white hair floating on the blast. 
His nostril stretch'd, his hissing breath — 
The echo of reyenge or death, — 
She saw no more : a giant grasp. 
Hurried as lightning, seem'd to clasp 
Her gentle waist, and from the stream 
Bore her as in a fairy dream. 

XVII. 

Beneath a tree, that seem'd as bent 
To form some lover's monument, 
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Yes, *inld thoie streams of foam and misty deserts, 

The scathed defiles and precipices bare. 

After a century of wars and hasards, 

Thy memory, like a wild flower, nestles there. 

Thou still canst see the moon and all her daughters, 
Wander above thy wastes, and hear the lakes, 
With the majestic Ydces of their Waters, 
Ring up among the crags and through the brakes ; 
And thou canst list the staghound or the beagle, 
G>urBing the boundless moors and mountains dun, 
And fdlow in her path the mighty eagle 
Riding unscared, proud pinion of the sun ; 

And thou canst list the savage torrent singing 
Among the firactured rocks, alone and loud ; 
And mark the masses of the pine-wood swinging 
Above the bald crags, like some thunder-cloud. 
The pathless hills that in the mist seem dreaming, 
And the blue surgy lochs that lash the shore. 
The falcon on her course of glory swimming, 
The million clouds that^sweep the desert o*er,-- 

All break upon thy soul as firesh and shining, 
As when thy bow of life was firmly strung ; 
And thou dost see them in thy years declining. 
As green as Ossian saw them when he sung. 
The sky, the frith, the glen, the castle hoary. 
The wild stream rushing far among tbe braes, 
The hunter's narrow house, the yawning corrie. 
The stone that tells the tales of other days,— 
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Like thunder when its echo thriUs, 

Breaking along a thouiaHd hills. 

Wild at their head is Una's sire. 

Rushing to conquer or expire ; 

With every pang his soul it wrung : 

He uttered hut one shout, and tprung 

Upon the grore of bristling lances. 

On which the meiry moonbeam dances. 

That glittering wall receiyed them well : 

His bravest in a moment felL 

They wildly pause to eye their foes. 

Then yell, and charge again, and close ; 

Hoarse, panting in each other's fiice. 

They struggle long in death's embrace. 

O'erpower'd at last, they scorn to fly. 

But where they battle bravely die. 

Their swords were broken where they stood, 

But not until the very hilt 

Was clotted with their foemen's blood. 

And every arrow gilt. 

Yet though his sacred tribe be gone, 

The sire of Una scorns to yield : 

Amid his foes — ^he stands alone 

On that ensanguined field. 

Though lie his firmest low and chill. 

His eye beams forth defiance stilL 

His aged arm hath not been slack,' 

His quiver's empty at his back ; 
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ai IT ale. 



'Tis beautiiiil to see the starlights dip 

Their tresses in the waters^ when the spray 

Is curling o'er the ocean's azure lip, 

When the great mountains lift their foreheads grey, 

.^ if to kiss the round moon on her way : 

To see the &r orbs wading through the sky, 

And the lone weary clouds, like spirits, stray 

Unto the bosom of immensity :-^ 

ich sights of solitude^ must fire the dullest eye. 

IL 

Such was the eye, and hark ! through twilight's gloom 
The Toice of mirth comes rolling, wildly sweet. 
The world has flowers that in the waste can bloom, 
^air as the gems which in the garden meet, 
lastl 'tis the tread of light and snowy feet. 
That in their gambols scarcely touch the dew. 
The bride of Kenneth, beautiful, and fleet 
As mountain roe, now glides upon the view, 
tght as a summer cloud which stars are looking 
through. 



130 BARD OF THE NORTH. 



IIL 

Hen was a rugged land. She loyed it more 
For the deep stillness of its solitude^ 
The winning wildness of ito desert shore^ 

. Its stem magnificence, its aspect rude. 
Hers was a land of warriors unsubdued^ 
Sacred and hallowed by the touch of time^ 
Holy by those who for its rights have stood : 
Yes, Caledonia, through this world of crime 

A Wallace and a Bruce hare made thee all sublime* 

IV. 

Yes, Uwas her soul^s first pleasure to be on 
The silent mountain with the penless flock ; 
To walk like spirit o'er the uplands lone, 
Or sit in solitude upon the rock. 
And list the howling tempest's mighty shock ; 
Mark his red bolt among the grey clifiFs dash. 
And watch the thundering journey of the block, 
Kent from its parent mountain by the flash, 
Till in the cataract's womb it sunk with deafening 
splash. 

V. 

Such was the warrior's youthful bride : and now 
Their brightest hopes are realized at l^st, 
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For, ere the sun walks oyer Jura's brow^ 
Love's band of faith will round each heart be cast^ 
Superior oyer dark misfortune's blast 
No more he'll heaye the fond and longing sig)i ; 
But he will lead her, when the rite is past. 
Unto his happy home, with bosom high, 
Voud as the &lcon bears his young one through the 
sky. 

VL 

There was a cairn beside an uphind.rill — 
Work of an age gone by when arts were rude — 
RearM for some nameless hunter of the hill 
Who chased the stag of Morven ; and it stood 
Like time asleep within the solitude. 
There shall the children of the desert gather — 
The fair-hair'd maids, the men of hardihood. 
The bard, the seer— and o'er those waves of heather 
te song shall float again, whose beauties cannot 
wither. 

VII. 

Cliat stone of solitude will be their shrine, 

t*lie heaven above their glorious canopy, 

t*lie stars — ^their nuptial lamps-^will calmly shine 

^pon their revel from a cloudless sky ; 

those watchers of the night with tearless eye 
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Will light tlieir doom of silence ; and the breeze, 
That whistles shriU and jocundly on high^ , 

Will waft their music from the glassy seajiy 
And fliyg its roundelay through all the sluBbexing tn» \ 

VIIL 



Then to the cairn : full many a bosom ligl|t 
Is waiting in its mirth to greet you there. 
On to the cairn : the solitude is bright 
With all the silent watchers of the air ; 
The spirits of eternity, the &ir. 
The solitary ones that look on God, 
Gaze in their beauty on the mountains bare, — 
Their stately queen has left her high abode. 
And on her car of clouds comes o'er her spangled r^^ 



i8,^• 



IX. 



Now round the cairn are met that joyftd band, 
But little dream they of the danger nigh ; 
They deem not death is in their father's land, 
That, like a demon, he is lurking by ; — 
Well, they are blest : for hope can gather joy 
Even in the hour when sorrow maketh sear ; 
As childhood, from the nest where adders lie. 
Will flowerets pluck without the throb of fear ; 
For innocence and truth dread not the poison near. 
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X. 



\nd Kenneth knew at last that joy was o'er ; 
Fhe cloud of vengeance gathers on his brow^ 
As4>n the hill he hears war's stormy roar, — 
Echoes unmeet to grace his bridal now. 
Come^ havoc I come in all thy terror ; thou 
Shalt meet with bosoms manly, firm, and free,— 
Hearts that will scorn beneath thy wing to bow ; 
Though fortune darkens, they will close with thee, 
Ithough the lone hiUside should be their cemetry. 

IX 

Oh ! need I tell the tale : the feuds of yoie, 
That nipp'd the blooin of many a mountain flower, ' 
When yalour's helm no richer plumage wore 
Than honour gathered from some kindred tower. 
When blazed its battlements at midnight's hour; 
When Tongeance stalk'd in terrible array ; 
When childhood's plaint, and beauty's magic power, 
Fail'd to protect the innocent and gay : 
or civil strife won't spare the yictims of the fray. 

XII, 

High on the summit of a craggy steep 
Stood Kenneth and his warriors unsubdued. 
And saw their foes in dusky masses sweep. 
In pride of vj^int, from dark Oarren s wood. 

M 
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Serene the chieftain of the mountainf riew'd 
The ipoilezs of his land approaching nigh ; . 
He wai the hero of the solitude^ 
Companion of the dead, and acom^d to fly ; — 
He knew no other tiliought hut how to fight or die. 

xin. 

The eagle feieaBis ahore fait fiMmen thrill^ 
The xaren flaps hit nmricy wingi in air^ 
And the wolf eyet diem from his heathy hill. 
Ready to leave his daiJk and dreary lair. 
When death has spread for him a gorgeous fare ; 
Around them frown the bulwarks of the land, — 
Ay, start ! the children of reyenge ave th«e ; 
Those snowy clifls like mighty gianta stand, 
And woe be to the foe who seeks them wiiii the brands 

XIV. 

Kenneth beheld the foe ; he knew him well : 
Oft had they chased together the wild boar, 
Or roused at midnight, in dark Slatyen's dell. 
The slumbering eagle on her mountain hoar. 
They then were one, but friendship's reign is o'er ; 
For spirits knit in youth will often jar. 
Unsteady as the breakers on the shore. 
Two bosoms are, whose passions are at war. 
When loTe as umpire stands : the one she needs mu^ 
mar. 
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XV. 



Our yottdiful firienddnp is a holy name : 
But gloomier moments often out the band ; 
Honour^ ambition, love, are each a flame 
Which sears its early promise, and we stand 
Lonely at last, upon our natiye land. ^ 
Those magic feelings of life's magic yean, 
lake summer rainbows, round the heart expand ; 
But when the selfish noon of life appears, 
Those young rays of the soul disMlve in clouds ox teaxs. 

XVI. 

^Twas, midnight, and the wilderness was still ; 
A solemn grandeur se^n'd to shroud the sky, 
A starry Tapoor. clothed each misty hill. 
As Ranald and his wairior-host drew nigh. 
The bridal train prepare to do or die ; 
Eyen Rosa and the yifgins silent stood; 
And nought is heard but tliat short sayage sigh. 
Which tells the burning bosom pants for blood, 
-Ai lion yells, when foil'd within his solitude. 

XVIL 

Ranald, impatient, strode before the rest ; 
He saw the maid of Jura, and he knew 
That loToly sunbeam of the lonely west. 
The day-star of his soul, when pleasure flew 

M 2 
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O'er all hit dreams, and changed them to its hue ; 
He nw her with his riyal, and his soul. 
Though stem, could not at onoe the pang suhdoe > 
Of long-departed hoursy that seem'd to roll 
O'er his lorn memory stilly with all their wild controh 

XVIII. 

There is a fearfiil pause, that comes hetween 
The dread resolve and ere the action's done^ 
Some feyerish moments that will interFene, 
In which the object may he lost or won ; 
For when some dreadful business is begun. 
The brain is one wild chaos till its close. 
A reed may mar, at first, the streamlet's ron^ 
But it will gather, as it onward flows,. 
Such strength, as in its might the strongest bar o'er- 
thiows. 

XIX. 

But Kenneth paused not with the weight of thought ; 
He had a band of heroes by his side. 
Whose swords had many a noble action wrought. 
When valour's horn rung loud o'er Connal's tide ; 
He only saw their falchions and his bride. 
And, with the fire which through each warrior thrills, 
He shook his sheathless blade in gloomy pride. 
Then leap'd, like lightning, from the echoing hills, 
While the long yell of death the startled desert fiUSt 
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XX. 



Nor fled the foe they struck at, but they met 
Their charging thousands in the dark defile, 
Eadi hand is on the hilt, each eye is set. 
In stony glare, on either's face the while ; 
And some with that gaUnt, writhing, yenom'd smile. 
That haggard look of datk and withering hate. 
Which death can oft assume in horrid guile. 
Sprung madly on to court the blow of £ite, — 
To conquer or to die, alike determinate. 

XXI. 

He that has seen the look of foes, when stand 
HaYOC^s fell minions in their hour of wrath, 
Their.iouhi apoo the fray, and hand to hand. 
And foot to foot, link'd in their bloody path. 
Will ne'er forget each bitter glance of death. 
That freenng, petrifying look of stone, 
That black demoniac lower of pride, which hath 
The basilisk's charm on aught 'tis fix'd upon, 
Chaining £liem to the spot till slaughter^B work be done. 

XXII, 

As mix the wa^es of ocean, when the war 
Of tempests curl them on their stormy way ; 
Aa ihiindev ckmds roll onward, fievce and fiir. 
Shrouding the sickly forehead of the day ; 

M 3 



138 BARD OF THE NORTH. 

So closed the clansmen in the dreadM fray ; 
They tug, they strain, blood stains a hundred brands, 
Ruin looks smiling on the wild array. 
And havoc claps aloft her gory hands. 
Yelling his song of death before the charging bands. 

■ 

XXIII. 

At last, like lion bearded in his den, 
Kenneth alone beside his Rosa stood ; 
His shield was cloven, and his warrior men 
Lay round his lonely footsteps in their blood ; 
A moment in a gloomy trance he stood, 
A moment grasp'd his yirgin^s trembling hand ; 
Such hours are not for loye : his savage nMK>d 
Reveal'd another tale, as with his brand 
Alone, he dared to death his rival and his band, 

XXIV. 

But, ah ! that shriek so shrill above the rest — 
See, Kenneth falls, — oh ! Flora knows it well ; 
An arrow's buried in his manly breasts- 
She madly sprung and caught him as he fell. 
His languid eye, and bosom's mighty swell 
Reveal that truth which none delight to know ; 
Erelong the stone of mos9 will only tell 
That dust and desolation rest below. 
The bird will flap its wing, the wild floweis o'er him 
grow. 
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XXV. 

Life lingered in his bosom but to part ; 
Its scanty streams had gathered slow and chill 
Around their last warm citadel^ the heart ; 
His eye look'd wildly beautiful, but still 
As twilight mirror'd in some frozen rill, 
Glassy and sunless, while the swollen yeins, 
Bursting in death, seem'd as with life to thrill. 
Spanning his livid brow, like rainbow stains. 
Thrown o'er a winter's sky, where lifeless silence reigns. 

XXVI. 

She bent to kiss him, and he felt the press 
Of her warm lips upon his brow like stone ; 
It roused life's fire that momently grew less ; 
He nw his foemen looking sternly on. 
He need not dread her fate, she too is gone,— 
With lore's despairing hand she rais'd his blade- 
One solitary shriek, one struggling groan, 
Heayed from the pale lips of the sinking maid, 
Reyeals the awful debt that lore's fond spirit paid. 

XXVIL 

There was a pillar of misshapen stone. 
Rugged and mouldering, standing by the sea ; 
It seem'd to speak of ages that were gone, 
When young creation's eye had moxe of %Vb« \ 
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Its cnggy bed the bright eye still could see, 
Whexe the strong tempest^ in its hour of wrath^ 
Had whirFd it, in its fiery najesty^ 
Down to the beach ; aboTO the dlent heath 
The dansmen raised that block to mark the, home of 
death. 

XXVIIL 

Peace to their ^irits ! may their lowly giaTe 
Be long a silent spot of sunny rest ! 
A withered tree is there whose branches ware. 
Like solitary sorrow, o'er their breast ; 
And the sweet day-beams of their own fiiir west. 
Ere eye begins to gild her crescent bright. 
Stream gloriously firom out their cloudy nest. 
As if they wish'd, before they kiss'd with niglit. 
To fling upon that tomb their last, their loreliest light. 



A tale of Staffa next the Bard will tell— 
A tale of that mysterious isle, where flash 
Ten thousand columns out upon the deep. 
Where yawns that mighty carem to the wild 
And melancholy seansurge, girt and deck'd 
With nature's hoar magnificence, and floored 
By the eternal billows of the sea— 
A glorious temple, vast, august, sublime ; 
Reared by the Architect whose fiat bade 
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Ten thousand worlds^ ten thousand systems hoom 

Along the awful amplitude of space — 

A mighty shrine ; compared with which^ the works 

Of mankind are as puny toys, the domes. 

The mountain masses, and the colonnades. 

Built in the misty morning of mankind 

Athwart the yale of Nile, or in the plain 

Of Ur and Shinar, are as swallows' nests. 

In their own hlacken'd ruins, spire, and tower. 

And temple haye gone down into the dust ; 

But thou ahidest in thy majesty. 

Unshaken 'mid the thunder and the wrath 

Of the Atlantic, proudly and erect 

As when the mission of the Deity 

Ba/le ocean ehh, and leave the stately shafts 

Of thy enormous colimins chisel'd out. 

And glittering in the sunshine. Thou shalt he 

The latest temple which the breath of God 

Shall mingle with the elements ; — thy doom 

Is that of the great uniyerse ; the holt 

Which cracks, the old rotundity of earth. 

Alone will sheer thy awful pillars down. 

And dash their fragments in the boiling deep. 

When all the works of man are leyel'd, thou 

Shalt stand conspicuous on creation's chart. 

And only wither when the elements. 

Which heayed thy wondrous arch, and set it firm 

On its tremendous columns, are diasolyed 

In uniyersal chaos. 
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THE RETURN. 

21 IT ale. 

DEDICATED. TO UBL L. M^LSAIT, AN VStTBUSlAgTlC LOVSft OF TiT^ 
HIGRLAMDS) BT HIS VBIINDy TBI AVTH08. 

That peak is called the maiden^a pinnacle- 
That cold grey piedpioe, whose flinty wedge 
Splits the high tempests^ or the rocking cload 
That hears the journeying eagle— that huge cliff. 
Is hallow'd hy a story of much woe^ 
And more of wildness. Dim tradition heard. 
Whilst wandering 'mid the corries and the glens. 
That story in the pale majestic hours. 
The dull departed language of the past ; 
And told it to the white-hair'd bards, who walk'd 
With Ossian through the high and hoary haUs 
Of solitary Selmo. 'Tis in sooth 
A mournful tale of Albion's early day. 
Whaterer tempest sweeps the tree of life, 
LoYO is the star whose yiyifying ray 
Streams through the shatter'd boughs, and calls again 
The wither'd blossoms into life and light. 
Lore is the motto of my tale ; and hearts. 
Two of the pride of Albion, the twain 
Who are its sole materials ; they were young. 
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And beautiful in youth as is the mom 

Far-breaking oyer Suinart Colgar and 

His dark-hair'd Cathlin bloomM among the hills, 

Love their sole sacred teacher ;— 4ind they leam'd 

His wild, warm, bitter lessons. Months of calm 

Pass'd o'er their happinett, till. Bugal stem. 

The monarch of his tribe^ call'd up his clan 

To muster by Loch Suinart, and embark ^ 

To aid green Innis&il^ and Colgar rose 

With all the ishind tribes to cros the sea. 

'Twas starlight when they met to say ferewell. 

He and his bright-eyed Cathlin ; and of old 

Their meeting place had been beside the ware. 

That washes in among the pedestals 

Of Staf&'s giant cayem. She was there : 

Her warrior's skiiThas entered th|it yast hall. 

Borne like a sea-bird through the mighty arch 

Which ibrms its awful portal. The tall shafts 

Of the enormous pillars shone like glass, 

Amid the solemn midnight ; and the spar 

Which forai'd their fearful capitals^ sent forth 

Whole hosts of sea-birds, whose unearthly shriek 

Curdled along the waten, till, worn out. 

It died &r up among the steadfast crags, 

Which fonn'd the fretwork of the matchless roof 

Of that sea-demon's palace* All along 

The huge entablature and architraye, 

Which iq[>ann'd the monstrous columns^ coldly blazed 
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Amidst the dull and melancholy blue 

Flung o'er the ocean from the rising moon ; 

And the wild shells and seaweed^ which festoors^^^ 

That dome of Neptune^ bum'd like silyer spaik^ 

Amid the moaning night-mist, Oyerhead^ 

And in these niches where the hand and eye 

Had neyer penetrated, some old bird^ 

Too aged now for flight, shriek'd lone and harsf* ^ 

Soon as^the shallop lipp'd the saucy brine. 

And sent its ripples snoring through the clefts. 

And round the aisles of that tremendous care. 

They parted in its shade ; the yellow moon 

Flashed on its thousand pillars, — and the sea 

Sung wild and mournfully among the flutes ' 

Of the majestic colonnades, and made 

A million echoes. Peace was on the world. 

And o'er the deep, in naked majesty. 

Mull heaved on high her eyerlasting crags. 

Her sayage snow-rocks, bearded with a stripe 

Of old pine forests^ that like misery 

Wail'd, in the sharp and bitter blasts of heayen. 

They Ve left the darksome caye, and now they stand 

In the blue moonlight : now the yow is pledg'd, 

A prayer breath'd forth, and, falling on their knees 

On the white sand, their hearts are pour'd to God. 

A year, a weary year with all its storms 

And clouds, has crossM the mountains : — Cathlin sat, 

As was her wont, one evening when the fky 
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^^^tainM no tempest ; with her lyxe ihe mmg 
^^ of the ample songs of her young day. 

SONG. 

€k>ME to the bower, my best beloved :— its flowers, 
Which bless'd us in our childhood, now are rich 
In the &ir robes of summer : joy has come, 
And bid creation and her tribes be glad : 
The melody, the music, has gone forth 
From naturo's tunefid lips across the wild : 
The singing season of the birds has come : 
Oh then, my best beloved, let us sit 
And drink their happiness. Above the lake 
The clouds have parted, aq^ the ocean^owers 
Have vanished into sunshine, and are gone. 
While heaven is laughing out. Arise, my love — 
My fond, my &irest one, and come away ! 
The shadows come not o*er the blue-eyed moon 
After the noontide rain. Arise, my love ! 
• The wafl of winter, and the sigh of spring, 
Have wander 'd with the winds of other days, 
And hope is sitting in her summer bower. 
Weaving a song of melancholy joy. 
Then come, thou fleetest of the gallant herd. 
Thou falcon of the corries ; thou to me 
Art lovely as the orb which lights the west. 
Which cheers the lonely itaariner, and breathes 
Of hopes and home to-morrow. 

Thus she sung, 
lie daxk-eyed maid of Morven : but alas ! 

N 
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Her warrior came not.-^Montlia roll'd on, and aliU 

She wandered nightly to the lea, and gazed 

Over its boundien waten mournfully ; 

And piercing with her clear and thrilling prayer 

The silent midnight. One delicious eve 

She nt besidiB the portal of the caye ; 

Before her spreads the everlasting deep. 

One blue majestic and unbroken mass 

Of foaming waten, like eternity 

Out rolling to oblivion. She saw 

The shadow of the hawk returning home. 

And the strong eagle, higher than the hills, 

Ride through the majesty of his domain. 

His image like a solitary thought 

A moment darkening the sea ; but those 

PassM, and her lover came not. Ha ! she marks. 

Far o'er the waste of ocean and alone, 

A thing approaching into light— « qpeck 

Upon the boundless billows. She look'd up ; 

And shading back her raven tresses, gaeed 

Athwart the clear blue solitude of heaven. 

To see if any lone and wandering cloud 

Swam in that crystal dome, and flung its shape 

Down on the shipless ocean ; — but alas ! 

No spot was in the dazzling atmosphere. 

She looks again : that lone unearthly speck 

Still floats upon the breakers, whirling still 

Towards the shelly sea-beach. Mercy, heaven ! 
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Some rayens that have joumey'd from the hills. 
Are cleaving hoiriedly the shining sky. 
To react yon spectre of the waters. Now 
They wheel in airy circles round and round^ 
Flapping it with their wings : at last they plunge 
Down to its centre ; and their croak has ceased. 
Why does that strange and fearful shadow draw 
These grave kites from their dwellings ? Now it comes 
Near and more near, bright in the cloudless moon. 
Oh God ! it is a lone forsaken ski/T, 
Left by its parent ship upon the sea. 
The latest hope of some devoted crew. 
The long and bristling tangles of the deep — 
The work of cheerless months — and glittering shells 
Mail'd its hoar ribs, and told a dreadful tale 
Of death upon the waters. Ropy bones, 
Now melted down to clamy rottenness, 
ReyeaFd the late of frail humanity. 
The bark has struck : — Oh ! 'twas a sickening sight. 
To see that vessel and the dead. The storm 
Had been their mighty visitor ; and long 
His bitter ministers of hail and wind 
Had fiercely smote upon each bloodless cheek ; 
And many a savage dweller of the sea 
Mottlder'd among the phantoms. They had been 
Lured by the scent of death ; and, vaulting o'er 
The slender bark to riot on the dead, 
Had been entrapp'd amid the slime, and there 

n3 
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Had gicken'd, pined^ and died. The Yiigiii csmc 
And shuddering, bent above that ghastly baik. 
And her lone shadow, as it lengthened o'er 
The lifeless mass, awaken'd from their feast 
The flock of fiimish'd ravens, that arose 
Between her and the high and lonely moon, 
Waving their black wings in her &ce, they croak'd 
Like demons in the sea-mist, savagely. 
As if they cursed her. She is trembling, and 
Dizzy, and feverish with an inward pain. 
Which working from her bosom, now^has fired 
Her brain to madness ; and a still small voice 
Whispers a tale of horror to her soul, 
^And strangles hope for ever, as she sees 
A skeleton whose white and chalky bones 
Were undivided, though the surgy flood 
Had polish'd them like marble. Mighty love ! 
See ! . on its ghastly finger is a ring — 
Her precious gift at parting — that dear gem 
Which she had thrown on Golgar's hand, when lai 
They lingered in the cavern. All is told : 
The desolating blast of death is blown 
O'er all their morning visions. Day may shine. 
The stars may gather, and the midnight moon 
Make earth and ocean beautlM ; but she 
Will hail their light no longer : giant death 
Has gone abroad, and trampled in her bower 
Hope's sweetest buds to ashes. Thus she felt^ 
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As^ for a moment maniac-like she stood ; 
^^^ lieath suspended, and her starting eye, 
LiWe horror's own, deyouring that wild wreck. 

^'^as only fov a moment : with one shriek — 
Otk^ wild unearthly scream — she sought the hills, 
^"^©re for a while she wander'd with the roe, 
TOir only yisitor the surly storm 
"^^^Utt steps from clifl'to cliff, and, shepherd-like, 
^^lloos among the passes : but at last 
^^c form was miss'd uppn the higher lands, 
^0]r seen beside the ocean, which had been 

^t times her sole companion, when his yoice, 

^^ined to the slimmer melody of winds, 

Breathed of her home and childhood. Years roll'd on — 

"Ae gvBy hill ceased to know her, and the em 
^oigot the phantom of the wilderness. 

That used to wander with him o'er the crags. 



The Bard^is nigh the Lowlands, that fair land 
Where Wallace rear'd the tree of liberty. 
Where Bruce made Bannockbum the brightest name 
On fiune's immortal history, and where 
The warriors of the Coyenant stood forth. 
And in the storm of persecution, met 
llie bloodhounds &ce to face, and in the sight 
Of the arenging heayen pour'd out their blood — 

n3 
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A glorioui cement, tbat has ftzengtheii'd well 
The alUur built to liberty, wheie now 
We wonhip without fear. 

A lonely waste — 
A solitary moor — a world of heath. 
Wide and as voiceless as the danling sky, 
That ooean4ike hangs o'er it. Nothing stin. 
Nor takes the transient shadow of a change ; 
But all seems set in steadfiwt nakedness. 
A stone is there, the dull urn of the dead, 
Press'd by the cold remoneless foot of time 
Down 'mid the sapless earth, and only seen 
Witli grey and ghastly side, half shooting up 
'Mid bristling weeds and rank luxariant moss : 
That pillar tells a story of the lime 
When Scotland's children, chased to heath and hillr 
Fought for their altars and their hearths, and fell 
As they had fought, with fearless eyeball twetCd 
Up to the blue serenity of heaven, 
Whose God erelong avenged their massacre. 
Thus runs the fragment of the ancient tale 
Which yon old cairn breathes forth. 
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• I. 

TwiUQHT hatb deepen'd, and the winds aie high ; 
Daik cloadfl aze sweeping through a troubled sky ; 
The Stan have yanished from the restless deep ; 
Night wooes the world, but all are not asleep : 
No, in the wood and on the pathless hill, 
The last of Freedom's children linger still. 
While far beneath them on the sunless heafb 
Their comrades sleep the dreamless sleep of death — 
Bold ^irits, Scotland's firmest, and her pride. 
Who shrunk not till they died at Freedom's side ; 
Each witih his armour hack'd and redly gilt. 
Each with his weapon shiver'd to the hilt. 
With marble forehead, and with bosom riven. 
And glassy eye fix'd cm the cold blue heaven. 

11. 

High on yon glittering mount's majestic cone. 

Stand the last few of bleeding Galedon, 

Still unsubdued, and dauntless to the last. 

Their falchions sheathless though their hopes are past. 

The same : but ah ! how few of that brave band 

Who met the oppressor nobly hand to hand. 
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And ihow'd the despot and bis hosts, though few, 
What deeds of valour free-bom men can do ! 

III. 

'Twas now the midnight, and the gathering clouds 
WhirlM round the mountain jags in stormy crowds. 
They stood amid the awful gloom alone, 
On spots the em had singled for her own : 
Above them was the wild rack, and around 
The tempest utter'd his gpigantic sound. 
And the blue lightning, leaping from the dark^ 
Cut from the hills their adamantine bark : 
Beneath them hung, eternal and sublime, 
Grey giant clifis that look'd as old as time : 
About them spun the cold and mountain air ; 
The eagle only was the monarch there ; 
Anddarkening roundforleaguesthe pine-woods SHiuig 
Like oceans in their strength ; and wildly sung 
The old imperial oak-trees on the rock ; 
And near the torrent from its cavern broke, 
Tashing in thunder from the granite steep, 
Bapid as sunshine in its fearful leap. 
Shrieking in tortured mist, or answering shrill 
To the high stormy night-song of the hill. 

IV. 

There was a time when that brave band had one — 
The eagle of his tribe — to lead them on ; 
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There was a time when his bright banner waved 
AboTe the prostrate land he would have saved ; 
There was a time when his unconquer'd blade. 
As lightning splits the pine-tree in the glade, 
Struck down the proudest of the oppressive band. 
And roll'd the tide of havoc from the land. 
But ah ! his star is set, and on the hill 
His conquering shout— his battle cry is still ; 
His plume has sunk, his flag is in the dust. 
His helm unbraced, his fiilchion o'er with rust. 



V. 



Alas for him ! his spirit ill could brook 

To waste its glory in a dungeon's nook. 

He was a child of Uberty and song. 

And had the spell to lead each sense along — 

Pling o'er the passions of the soul a chain. 

Or lash them through the chambers of the brain. 

A glorious being I every element 

That kindles poetry to him was lent ; 

To grasp and mould, and wildly wield at will — 

Mighty magician of the beautiful ! 

And he had been in other lands, and quaff 'd 

The tide of eastern song where nature laugh'd ; 

And he had drunk it in her darkest mood. 

In Roman vales, and Syria's solitude. 

And Grecia's hallow'd shrines ; and he had stood 
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Upon tbe Apenninef ^ when look'd a sky 
Of doudleM Stan on flowery Italy. 
His steps had been in Venice^ where the tide 
Bolls through the grey Rialta in its pride ; 
He saw the mighty shadows of St Mark, 
His high domes flashing o'er the waters daric ; 
He crossed the icy summits of the Alps, 
And o'er their blue interminable scalps^ 
Saw the round rolling moon her glcHry oast, 
And the bald Tulture tiaTelling on the blast. 
Brushing the pine-clad mountains as she passed. 
He heard the storm's annihilating voice 
Breaking, far up amid the ribs of ice — 
Hoar ancient glaciers, never past nor trod. 
Lone, and as stainless as the stars of God. 
He heard the thunder rolling through the jags-— 
The life^efying, heaven-dividing crags ; 
Where the far clouds, those wanderers of the sky, 
Are stagger'd in their flight while wheeling by. 
And he has walk'd the wilderness, where death 
Is all that has the privilege to breathe. 
He was the chosen of the deathless three — 
Fame, dark-eyed woman, and wild poesy. 
Where'er he moved, his music seem'd to come. 
Like God, creating life where all was dumb. 

VL 
And such was Edwin : in an evil hour. 
He sought again his childhood's happy bower ; 
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But oh ! how changed the scene ! Oppresfion's biand 

The fairest floweis had weeded from the hind. 

He saw the brave, the beautiiuly the fiee 

Fall like the leaves of autumn irom the tree ; 

And where the happy hearth and altar stood, 

A heap of blacken'd ashes quench'd in blood. 

But true to freedom, and his Maker's plan, 

He scom'd to bend the knee to tyrant man : 

He moved a lamb, before the peace-tree fell ; 

But drew his swcnrd when truth had sighM farewell. 

And had revenge for all the wrongs he bore, 

If wrongs can e'er be blotted out with gore. 

With sword and Bible in his grasp, he hew'd 

The slaves that braved him in his solitude ; 

Till fate forsook him in the battle hour, 

And left him fetter'd in the oppressor's tower. 

i VIL 

Yet 'mid the rayless shadows of the tomb, 

One solitary star broke through the gloom, 

A lovely flash amid the vale of tears, 

A glorious beam that lit his boyhood's years,— 

The daughter of his stem oppressor, ay. 

Has felt a thrill that will not, cannot die. 

Yes, they are one : together on the hill. 

When the stars brighten'd — and the world was still, 

Oft had they wander'd, looking glorious things 

With their glad eyes— and wild imaginings ; 
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And thougli devoted, still that happy hour — 
When o'er hit being lore alone held power, 
Thoie gleams of bliss, that season of sweet sighs 
When spirits grow familiar, and young e3res 
Speak with a deathless language to each other. 
Of happy sights, and things that will not wither— 
Broke on' his soul as beautiihl and bland 
As when he walk'd with Julia hand in hand ; 
When the stars walk'd the waters, and the cry 
Of waves were ciush'd by silence to a sigh. 
And the rude hurley winds that cross the deep, 
Lamenting like wild maniacs in their sleep, 
Charm'd by the sacred glory and the glisten, 
Flung downtheirmountain-pipes, and paused to listea 
Yes, in such hours of beHuty and of cahn. 
Have they from either's spirit drunk the balm — 
The glory of existence, ay, and felt 
No limit to its fulness, as they knelt 
Together on the wild flowers, when no eye 
But the great Ruler of the earth ai^d sky, 
Witness'd their pure devotion ; when they've raised 
Their prayers above, while either dark orb blazed 
With all the fervour, constancy, and power, 
That wraps the prophet in his vision's hour. 

VIII. 

But darker clouds cross'd over life's calm stream ; 
" A change came o'er the spirit of his dream :'' 
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A storm desoendi^ a leveling thunder-ehower, 
That from life's pathway rooted every flower/ 
And left the landscape waste ; the pinions shore 
From gentle hope^ whose fairy freaks are o'er. 
The gold— 4;he snnriiine— the magnificence 
That dothM the nnlTerse some hrief moons hence; 
The woods — the hreezes^ and the laughing rills, 
That cheer'd him in life's mom among the hills, 
Have sigh'd fer him a sorrowful fereweU, 
And lost their voices in his dungeon's ceU ; 
The very echoes of the past are fled. 
And on the world he lingers like the dead ; 
Shut in a living grave, with none to mark 
The dreams that cross him in an hour so dark. 
And is he aU forgotten ? — ^no, the heam 
That lit his morning march, still flings its gleam 
In moumfhl heauty. All to him may set ; 
Hope, home, and kin ; hut she will linger yet. 
When aU the hright ones have departed hy«- 
The first, the last pale star to sozrow's eye ; 
Yes, she who shared his eaily joys and fears 
Will he the rainbow of his cloudy years. 
And like the arch which spannM the shattered ark. 
Rise o'er Mff xoln'd visions Wd the dark. 

I ■ 

All may mMke him ! friends and foes grow chill ; 
But she,1iit gentle dove of promise, still 
Will cling to him in fortune's rudest shock, 
Cloee as tftie ivy round the riven oak, 

O 
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A gentle healer^ £eiitlifiil to its tnist, 
That only withen when the tree is dxuL 

IX. 

This world is not all waste f— around the tomb 
Even some flowerets of the wild will bloom. 
And sunny shadows of the past will dare 
Flit o'er the brain of desperate despair. 
YeSy Edwin saw them all ; he knew they were 
A mockery, yet affection brought them there ; 
But sheathe spirit of his spirit — had 
Hallowed the bright ones when their souls were 

glad. 
Then welcome be their glitter. Mute, alone. 
He stood like statue clusel'd from the stone; 
His swarthy brow tum'd to the light which gushM 
Through the barr'd loop, and as the cold air rush'd 
Upon his burning temples, savagely 
He gSLsp'd to drink the tide which wanderM by, 
Then smote his forehead with demoniac air. 
As if to crush some thought of dull depair 
Within his heart, which had no business there ; 
Swinging the chains around his sinews dank. 
He could not bear their harsh, their cutting clank. 
And striding through the cell, he reached the grate. 
Where flashed the high moon on the desolate. 
Dull, gloomy grandeur of his prison tower ; 
He cursed her beauty at so calm an hour : . 
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He could not brook the toul-im^iring ngfat 
Of the deep-hush'd magnificence of night ; 
He could not list the tones of wind and sea. 
For, oh ! those wild ones whispered liberty. 

X 

Now streaming brightly through his lattice bar, 

A flood of glory from night's regal star^ 

Shines o'er the damp, dull pavement — 'tis the hour 

When lore's eternal spirit has the power, 

To call together trusting hearts ; and he, 

Ere this, should hare beheld the young, the free 

Bright form who nightly turns his dungeon key. 

Why comes she not ? their fayourlte orb is high, 

And earth is Toiceless now, the very sigh 

Of sorrow seems forgotten, ha ! a tone, 

A gentle step comes through those caves of stone — 

A lamp is flashing in his prison — now 

Fond trembling lips are throbing on his brow. 

And fair impassion'd arms are wildly flung 

Around his bosom : Julia has clung 

To her young warrior in one fond embrace. 

The lone, the loveliest of the human race. 

XI. 

The lion walking his dominions drear. 
That desert lord may feel a moment's fear ; 

OS 
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And the ftnmg eagk cottmng o'er Uiejky, 
fihoot horn the gather'd thunder hieaking nigh. 
The biaveit q^irit haa ite hour of diead ; 
He of a ihomand fighti maj cower hia bead. 
Before the leveFd lightning of the charge. 
And drop his honoiin at ^estniction^a verge. 
YeSy all may waver, change, or reokleif prove— 
Ally but the alndghty q^irit of tnie love. 
One dream, one object filk her fieeniied eye : 
Tempefts may gather. Mends and kindred fly. 
But she will gain her end, or nobly die. 

XIL 
And such Was Julia : she nobly prev'd 
Through death and darkness to her wamor's breast 
The tale is brie£ She comes to set him firee ; 
But she must barter light and liberty 
A few short hours, and wear his heavy chain. 
To calm the madness of her father's brain, 
'' And go," she said, *' behold the siddy moon 
Sinks o'er Ben Carron, mom will wak«i soon. 
Go, and the God of our fore&theis be 
Thy guardian spirit, till thou join'st the free. 
Fear not for me : although my sire has stood 
Against the just in many a field of blood ; 
Though many a gory deed has left a stain 
Upon his shield he ne'er can cleanse again ; 
Yet will he spare his daughter, he will smile 
To see my simple fraud outdo, the while. 
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Hif dream of Tengeance : but away ! away ! 
Regain the uplands e'er the liie of day ; 
For lo ! mQthinks I aee his rosy streak 
Starting to life upon the mountain's cheek. 
Ay, through yon lull-cloud o'er the moorland dj^iven. 
His shining ladders stretdb from earth to heaven ; 
And take this robe, 'tis like the one I wear, 
Our keeper's eyes are dim, they will not dare 
To stop their master's child, — ^nay, do not plead, 
Our life, our lore, all hang upon this deied : 
Away ! iffien eve has muffled the broad deep, 
And earth and her oppressors soundly sleep, 
ni meet thee with the young moon on the hill. 
Far from my iather^s frown, this dungeon's chilL" 
'Tis done, they 've wept a sorrowed farewell. 
And Julia lingers in her father's celL 
Now he has vanish'd ; — all around is gloom, 
A cold, a fearful stillness like the tomb ; 
The black and ghastly roof sprung o'er her head, 
like the dark mansion of the nameless dead ; 
She look'd around, she dimly saw each chain. 
She thought on freedom, but the thought was vain ; 
Then gazed she on the sky, the morning stood 
Mocking the captive in her solitude. 

XIIL 

Yes, mom is on the world, another day 
Lights forth the i^ectro death upon his way ; 

3 
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Another m«ai haa Ibxi^ten'd o'or Hm mre 
Of mighty Ulb^ down loUing to the fiRve* 
Yety light is laighing in the jocuid dcy. 
Bat there Is omm with dim and iwtloM eye^ 
That gieeti the f^orioot day-qparing with « «gh ; 
Long has she lingax^d ; wobU her ftthax^a tsead 
Broke on her ea»--she 'a weary with the dread; 
Thedckneai of fain watching r HariLi ehhaik! 
Was it the wild wind^ or the the savage hark 
Of the old bloodboandsy who waMbea^A wail, 
Like grialy demons^ by their master'a gate. 
To hunt the ficee and tsaek the deaolatof 
No^ 'tis Uie creaking of the dungeon hasl» 
And rusty fetters clanking ; how their jars 
Come sharp and catting through each myless nest, 
Curdling the very blood of the oppressM 1 
The sound increases through each stony arch ; — 
It is her father, in his morning march. 
Viewing the hi^^leai rictims of hia power ; 
He knows not who is fettered in his tewen 

XIV. 

But, mercy, heaven ! more soonds, uhhcq beings iiead, 
Slow as the measured march abofe tlie dead : 
Oh ! is her Edwin safe !— it cannot be. 
They could not catch an eaglet so free ; 
They durst not follow him, they saw befcnre 
His dreadful falchion in the battle's roar. 
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Oh that tiii» hour was by I^-oh God ! oh God ! 

What dreadful £m9M low^r ia her abode. 

What fearful fonoiy what ml»n^, and what eyot! 

Oh for death'f cahu to hide wob afCMaiei. 

And 8 o e ■ o t lee thoie weapoof' awful gleam ! 

tier dissy biain tpim round — ^Ug all a dream ; 

Ah, no ! her trance if broke^— that roar, that light. 

That moment'i fla«h, and all again !• nlg^t ; 

That timnderisg echo, and that YoUey fired. 

And Julia hai felt it and expired. 

With one idiort ihriek and agonising tpsingy 

She bounded^-jcreaia'd^— then fell a lifeless thing. 

With white arms ^»ad upon the dungeon floor, 

And yellow tresses elotted o'er with gore ; 

She lay, but not the in|;ended yiotim, oold 

As seaHRuf round an ieebeig's bosom roll'd. 



XV. 

They tum'diier on her back ; her glassy eye, 
Fix'd as the stony staifligbt in the sky, 
Struck on her Other's fS^ended qj^ and wild. 
He madly sbriekM to heaven, *' My child ! my child 
'Twas all the words that left his hollow throat. 
He seem'd as strangled by the fiery note ; 
And, reeling like a stormHrtntdc statue, fell 
Prone on the bloody pavement of the cell. 



p> 
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Months pa«M : the Bard was on his homeward path, 

'Kreading the desert, for the palaces 

Of Ghitha's mighty capital, one mom — 

One feir and summer mom— 4ind he reclined 

On the green ridge of Campsie's dreamy felh. 

Gampne !* — romantic haunt of sunny houn! 

A laughing garden girdled in the arms 

Of solitude and silence — pathless moors 

On whose wild rugged bosoms firown the wrecks 

Of the grey Dniid temples, savage heaps 

Of a more sarage worship. What a change 

Has time's old magic sceptre conjured here ! 

Where marchM the Romanis;, where they built their wal 

To cage in mountain liberty, the hand 

Of trade has cut a highway of the wares ;t 

And fleets of empires, from the di/ierent poles. 

Scale the green heights or plough the fertile straths, 

As if on their own element, their wings. 

Like seabirds far from ocean, flapping strange 

Among the pastoral vales. Look to the south ! 

Yon gathered ocean of low lazy clouds 

Points out the gorgeous city of commerce, 

Whose merchants, like the honourable of Tyre, 

Are princes *mid the nations of the earth. 

See what a change trade's golden wand can do ! 



* The Clachan and not Lennoxtown is meant here : the beaut 
of its fairy glen, and the comfort of its excellent Inn, are aires 
well known over the west. 

f Forth and Clyde Canal. 
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Ai if by magic make a Tillage qpiing 

To all the glories of a capitaL 

Her towexB zjae high in beayen^ while £ur around 

The hum of nations^ gather'd like stray'd bees 

By blooming commerce^ to one busy spot. 

Rolls like low thunder o'er the settled scene. 

A parting sunbeam now is sweetly flung 

On the old front of dark St Mungo's tower. 

Like beauty dying on the brow of age^ 

And giving one fond embrace to the heart 

That now is cold and lonely in l^e worldt 

Ab gaaed the Bard upon that splendid scene 

Wrought by trade's powerful magic, other dreams 

Game onward like dim shadows— dreams of days 

When time would crush yon mass of shining domes. 

Like playthings, to destruction ; mournful hours. 

When barbarism would again exalt 

Her sayage ficonl^ and in the spacious courts 

Of wealth's imperial palaces, erect 

Her sqpalid huts^ and 'nea^h the broken shafts 

Of long-forgotte|i pillars sit, and tear 

Her gory meals, devoured ere scarcely singed 

By the red embers heap'd, instead of hearth. 

On the broad payeHients of the temples, where 

The adder and the liiard spawn^ and nuxse 

Their young amid the wild weedih 

Such drear thoughts 
Possess'd the Bard ; who sat amid the son. 
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Contoftinf momentB pxetont,' with the days 

When the itnmg layagey on these silent heaths 

Went forth in naked majesty, to heard 

Hie Roman in his glory ; or puisaed 

The stag, and eat him ere life left his limbs; 

Or darker still, where superstition steeFd 

The generous heart, and led the Tictim forth 

A sacrifice, upon these very stones. 

Which rear their hideous and misshapen fronts 

Down in the moss. Some thousand years have pass'd 

Since God was worship'd as a monster, — and 

A change has swept creation, not more maikM 

Than that which yet shall come. Yes, yon £Eiir town 

May stand a ruin on the living earth ! 

Her domes of pleasure and her palaces, 

RaylesB, and roofless ; and her obelisks 

Breaking the silent atmosphere where life 

No longer maketh echo. The proud marts 

Where thousands met, the halls where splendour sat, 

The long saloons where bright-eyed beauty led 

The giddy dance, the stately theatres, where 

The gaping throats of myriads roar'd applause. 

And sent it round and round the ample walls 

Like rolling thunder; and the countless homes. 

The meek, the humble dwellings of the poor. 

Where high-soul'd worth— the poverty, the pride 

Of honest freemen— round their hearths of love 

Reared children, Scotland's glory and her boast, — 
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Ally all will iland foxBaken, and the fox. 

The grey wolf of the deaert, make their den 

Amid her ihatter'd temples ; from hetween 

The rent and £sJlen pillan looking out. 

With savage growl on the adventurous foot, 

That dares disturb their loathsome majesty. 

And snakes may cleave the long and rustling giass. 

That clothes each spacious and deserted street ; 

The bittern fipom the Clyde, the dozing owl, 

Join'd with his boon companion the lone wind, 

Shriek forth their solemn melancholy songs. 

Throughout the high majestic porticoes 

Festoon'd with wild floweis : — ^nought of man be seen ; 

The crowds all gone, the dead hid in their graves, 

And the wild scream of the high-soaring kite. 

The curlew's mournful echo, as she springs 

From the gigantic water-weeds, that choke 

That tide where nations traffick'd, now be all 

The hum that q^aks existence, or at times 

The distant shadow and the graceful path 

Of some strong eagle journeying to the north, 

High^ high above the city, or the clouds. 

Those only licensed wanderers through heaven, 

Flinging their huge enormous shadows o'er 

The twilight ocean of unnumber'd roofs. 

That lidge on ridge^ in awful stateliness. 

Checker the solitary wastes of blue. 

Sad with such thoughts the Bard has reach'd the Clyde ; 
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Where it a teene moie glonnnm, tbaa the hills 
Which cradle in that proud ihajeitic flood ? 



TO THE CLYDE. 

Whxn cities of old days 
But meet the savage gaze, 
Stream of my early waySf 

Thoa wilt nil, 
Thougli fleelB fiNnake thy br e as t 
And milUons sink to MSt«-^ 
Of the bright and beaoteoiis west 

StiUtheaiMiL 

When the porch and stately oreh, 
Which now so proudly perch 
O'er thy billows, on their march 

To the tea. 
Are but ashes in the shower ; ; 
Still the jocund summer hour. 
From his doud will weaye a bower 

Over thee. 

When the voice of human power 
Has ceased in mart and bower ; 
Still the broom and mountain flower. 

Will thee bless : 
And the mists that love to stray 
O'er the Highlands, far away, 
Will come down their deserts grey 

To thy kiss. 
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And Um tkrangv lumm irith toU, 
From the fiur Atlaiitle 4oiU 
LUn the pilgrim of the Nilf> 

Yet may oome 
To search the solemn heaps, 
That moulder by thy deeps, 
Where desolation deeps, 

Ever dumb. 

Though fstten yet should dank 
O'er the gay and princely rank 
Of cities on thy bank, 

All sublime; 
Still thou wilt wander on, 
Till eternity has gone, 
And broke the dial stone 

Of old time. 



But lo ! from Glutha's capital a bark, 
A itately Bhip, moves slowly down the Clyde. 
God q^d thee, noble vessel ! on thy deck 
Sonow, and mournings and the voice of woe. 
Come lone and heavily upon the wind. 
Ay, youthful cheeks and lovely eyes are dim 
With sorrow at such parting, for she bears 
The glory of their land^ who would have spill'd 
Their blood to save her. From the silent hiUs^ 
Where walk'd their lirestwo thousand years^ they come, 
Forced by oppreision. Yes, their chiefs have leam'd 
That sheep, instead of men, will sooner fill 

P 

i 
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Their halli with loxury ; and to tlwy '▼• doom'd 

A thousand hearths to desolation, and 

Ten thousand hopes to adies. God of trudi ! 

That such should be, that the oppressor should 

Riot upon the plunder of the pooi:. 

Then driye them forth to earn their bitter bread 

In lands which are not theirs; but thou hast seen^ 

And in the book of heaven the deed is writ. 

And will not be inigotteB. Hade I a stiain 

Comes from that moumfol multttiide, a soi^ 

Of lone Lochaber^s silent straths and braes, 

A ferewell to the sheiling and the glen. 

The blue loch, and the wild stream. Simple sound! 

Which, heard in green Columbia or the banks 

Of the far Ganges, can again recall 

The spirit back to childhood, and light up 

The soul with all the glory of the past 



SONG OF THE EMIGRANTS. 

Farewell, ye hours of bogrhood ! when the tplendour 
Of glorious existence had no Uot; 
FareweU, ye dreams of love ! when hearts grow tender, 
And home becomes a shrine— 4 holy spot; 
Farewell, ye silent straths ! the pride, the glory. 
The lovely of the land have pasa'd away, 
Like day's last sunbeam from the lonely tsorrie. 
Where night has rdl'd his mist, and all is grey. 
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Yes, CaledoBtei thy Samta are aQittar*d» 

Far o'er the pathlMB ftrarts of tha west ; 

Na*er shall wa see, though hope has ftndly iatter*d, 

Tha lovely vaUeys where our &then rest,-— 

Those odd stones of the dead, so calmly shining 

Beneath the silyer of the summer moon* 

The lovely ytOd flowers with each other twining. 

The moss-rose waving with the breeae of June. 

Our homes must be by the untrodden fountain. 
In the Savannahi, where the Indians, dw^ ; 
Oh how unlike the Uue^ the tracklesB mountain^ 
The flashing lin, the solitary fell \ 
Still must we see the warm, the beauteous summer. 
That used to break for us on Scotland's braes, 
The mountain's voice, the spirit and the glimmer 
Of life's bless'd mom will cheer our dosing days. 

Yes, wa will see the boothy, *neath tha ridges 
Of the enormous di£b that kiss the sea, 
And the old willows^ like aerial bridges. 
Flung o'er the glens as if by witeheiy ; 
The shalU^ in the bay, the fishers furling 
The dripping canvass when their work is done ; 
The cot amid the crags, its blue moke curiing, 
Like saerifice of peace, beneath the sun ; 

The grey stanea on the beadi, all wet and gleaming 
With the eternal spmy among them huil'd ; 
The green hills in thehr ftmst-mantifls dreaming, 
Like tha dim shadows of a higher worid; 

p9 
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The blue loch in the glen» the onlanct leRping, 
A shaft of lilTer in the moniqg streak; 
The eagles in thdr path of qdendour sweeping, 
Like spirits of the past, from peak to peak.* 

Yet go we to fiiir dimes beyond the ocean. 
Where freedom greets aliira each race of men, 
Where priests are miteriess, and war's commotion. 
And kingly flfaud has found its poison rain ; 
Yet oh I no fiekl of fiune, no ^t of gfeiy. 
Can meet us.^ieath the dull Columbian sky. 
To fire our spirits with some thrilling story. 
The magic melody of days'gone by. ; 



Alone we're drlTen to braye the ocean's dangi 
Alone we go into a foreign land ; 
Amid the world we more a band of strangers. 
With few to stretch to us the welcome hand. 
Oh 'twas not always thu% with none to fear us- 
We roam'd the moor, and when the evening fell, 
A cheerful hearth and happy eyes weie near us, 
And beauteous lips the tale of Ioto ta teU. 

Cursed be the fiends that sueh glad homes coiild darken — 
The orphan's curse hang o'er their gay abode— 
The poor man's bitter ban, his Tengeaiioe. Heai'ken 
From thy bright throne, oh OTeriasting God ! ^ 

Let not the widow's prayer pass On nnheadad; 
Look on those guilty ones of pride and geM, 
Who from the soil the noblest flowers haye weeded. 
Whose power has made a thousand dielUngs oeld. 
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Farewell, ye g^lorloiit nuNUitidni of our fiUben ! 

Farewell, eadi lovely loch and &lry glen i 

When war's destroying tempest comes and gathers, 

Oh where will be your wall of feailess men ? 

Ay, where will be your host to stem the slaughter ? 

Look to the hills ! your chiefs have made them waste ; 

The hearts that would have pour*d their blood like water, 

From every nook and corrie have been chased. 

Yes, sound the war^i-pipe; let the cry of battle 
Be echo'd from green Isb to the north ; 
But will the tyrant's threat, or cannon's rattle. 
Start up the dead, or call their children forth ? 
No, ooao are flung between us— we have parted ; 
Then fall our onrse on the oppressors ! — ay, . 
The echo must be loud ; and tender-hearted 
The banished riaye who comes for them to die. 



The Bark has yanish'd^— And pale distance now 
Has Bwallow'd up the sound of misery ; 
But better hours are dawning on the world ; — 
The day is past when mankind will be led. 
Like lierds, to slaughter, or submissive kneel 
Before a sceptred puppet. Men are taught 
A fearful lesson, — written with the blood 
Of muider'd hostiy and in the awful light 
Of burning towat^— that pests call'd conquerors 
Axe demons: ay, Napoleon has ope*d 
The eyes of the besotted. Never more 
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Shall such a tiger he let looie to f|oxge 

Amid the slaughter of a glorious nWld. 

Mind now hegins to triumph^ and earth's lords 

Haye, like the Babylonian of old. 

Been weigh'd within the balance— ay, and found 

Wanting : earth's tribes have seen it, and they feel. 

Then woe be to the tyrants of the earth 

The day of retribution is at hand ; 

And they who haTO the spirit and the stxength 

Erelong may use it. Let us hope, that peace 

And truth may draw the &tal curtain back. 

And show a fairer scene to weeping man. 

Yes, times more bless'd are dawning on the earth. 

The storm of tyranny, which long has lower'd 

And thunder'd on the world, is breaking up, 

And, through the riyen and tempestuous clouds, 

The bow of liberty, the glorious burst. 

The sun of truth and happiness, at last. 

Is rising o'er creation. Man is man ; 

He wsilks erect and feels within himself 

A portion of eternity ; he laughs 

To scorn the ancient gewgaws of the world,— 

The thrones, the altars, and the dynasties 

Of ruthless tyrants, miter'd fiends, and pests. 

Who strew'd the earth with carcases, and filled 

The uniyerse with dungeons, and the streets 

Of old and stately capitals with racks. 
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And cells^ and gibbeto, whereon liberty 
And truth were nuuHacred^ and justice chain'd 
Blindfolded; or if made to use her arms^ 
To wield her sword, and fling away her scales. 
And murder in the dark ; — such mummery 
lei fiishion'd for a world of dupes and slaves. 
And not for thinking and immortal man. 
Yes, the last, long, the promised sabbath day. 
The bless'd millennium of creation comes; 
The lion, and the leopard, and the lamb 
Frisk in the same green meadow, and the wolf 
Walks with the flock at evening to the stream ; 
The scorpion hath no sting, the adder leaps 
Harmless among the children at their play. 
The eagle spreads her broad. wings and protects 
The.dovelings from the tempest; and when keep 
The happy villagers their noontide dance. 
The q^ckled viper comes^ but poisons not ; 
The tiger and the steer, from kindred stall. 
Eat of the same repast ; — ^throughout the earth, 
The wide, the joyous earth, no sound is heard 
But that of praise and prayer ; the mountain tops 
Ring with the glad hosannas, and the vales 
Fling their sweet music to the hills, and q^read 
The rolling anthem round a chainless world. 
None now. axe daggered on the porch of God, 
Because they paused a, moment e'er they knelt—. 
Because they ^dared to shape unto themselves 
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A path to bappineas — no, all are firee ! 

Free as the windi that walk the wildemeM, 

And waft in lights their eyemng hymns to heaTen. 

The old, the palsied uniyerse of crime 

Has worn away^ and all things are made new; 

For He^ whose chariot is the thunder cloud, 

Whose garments the wild winds are^ and his crown 

The living glory of the letting sun, 

Who spans the.yast majestic uniyene. 

Who takes the wateis of the mighty deep 

Within the dreadful hollow of his hand. 

Who stamps upon the mountains, and they smoke. 

Whose frown annihilates, whose smile creates 

A million systems in the depths of space ; 

Has laced salvation on, and visited 

The earth in mercy, and the streams and brooks, 

The lone clouds^ and the solitary hills, 

The everlasting seas, and — ^more than all — 

The countless myriads of the human race, 

lift up the voice of glory to his name. 

Earth's thrones are kingless, and her altar stones. 

Where saintly fraud hade superstition kneel. 

Are priestless now ; without a splendid bribe 

Man praises God, and finds a path to bliss ; 

The dungeons are o'ertum'd ; the palaces, 

Where death kept daily muster of his guards. 

And saw his victims mangled, are o'erthrown. 

Filling, with their barbaric ornaments. 
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The ToicelesB desert Crowns are trampled now — 
The diadem, the ermine, and the rod. 
The truncheon, and the sceptre, and the star. 
With all the savage attributes of power. 
Are bum'd upon the altar which mankind 
Have built to reason and to reason's God. 
War is unknown, or but remembered as 
A fearful pestilence that daily swept 
The harvest from the universe, and laid 
The land beneath a deluge of warm blood, 
Firing her ancient capitals, and cracking 
The heart-strings of the weak and virtuous. 
Those demons of their kind, who stepp'd to power 
Over the corpses of ten million slain. 
Led by the light of blazing cities, and 
The gleams of burning provinces, — ^those pests. 
Those wild, those stem Napoleons of their kind. 
Who fawn and kneel, then dupe the multitude, 
Making men's necks the steps on which to mount 
To sovereign rule, who flash athwart the world, 
A withering comet, showering death on all. 
And trumpeted still onward by the wail 
Of ravaged innocence, and slaughtered age, 
And worth in fetters— such foul fiends axe huri'd 
Down to the sonless chambeis of the grave. 
Truth cheers the human race, and she has call'd 
Mercy and Peace to help her on her way ; 
Justice is heard, with thunder-pinion'd voice. 
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Crying unto the nations, *^ Ope your gates. 

Arise in triumph, for the light is cone. 

The day-^ring is at hand, the beauteous flag 

Of Zion's God is waving o'er the earth. 

Arise, ye nations,— lo ! the wilderness. 

The sandy waste, whose everlasting thirst 

Was never cool'd by one enlivening drop. 

Now hears the music of a thousand streams; 

Waters of life are sparkling through her plains! 

The cedar, and the fir-tree, and the box. 

Dot up the brown and solitary spot ; 

The wild deer and wolf, the fetterleas 

Riders of heaven, come down, and, 'mid the groves, 

Quaff oflf the shining glory ;— earth is ripe ; 

The universe is blooming like the rose : 

Then ope your dungeons, let your slaves be free. 

Build up a shrine to mercy's God, and beat 

Your fatal swords to ploughshares, and your ^>ears 

To pruning hooks, for they shaU smite no more ; 

Too long have they been bath'd with human blood, 

Too long the demon of discord has waved 

The banners of perdition o'er the worid." 



END OF BARD OF THE N0R7H. 



POEMS. 



SONG OP THE SOUTH SEA MOTHER 
TO HEB CHILD. 



Why doft thou turn, my beauteous boy. 

Thy dark eye to the west ? 
Is it because the sun in joy 

Streams dnouf^h his crimson nest ? 
Ah no ! some spirit leads Hiine eyes 

Where dwelt thy father bmve. 
To his own glorious isle that lies 

Far in the unknown ware. 

IL 

Thy sire, my child, has often said 

That Britain was a holy place. 
Where flowexs were sever known t9 fade 

From &ir creation's fiioe. 
But, oh ! his bold bli» eye declared 

That happier hours illume our day : 
Yes, yes, my darling, be baa shared 

The loves of Toobonai* 
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IIL 

Nay, do no strain thy orbt, the while, 

So long upon the weary sea ; 
For here, within our little iale. 

Are gentler f^ts for thee — 
Cahn summer scenes, where thou mayst urge 

Thy proa o'er the sparkling deep. 
And catch, amid the living surge. 

The turtle while asleep. 

IV. 

Thy father, child, will teach to thee 

The glories of his country's tongue. 
And thou anon wilt learn from me 

The songs our sires have sung : 
Yes ! I will fire thy little heart 

With our old battle chaunts ; and thou 
Wilt hurl in war the mighty dart. 

And string thy Father's bow. 

V. 

m show thee where he oft has fought. 
And I will lead thee to his grave, 

And thou shalt think as he has thought. 
And bear thyself as brave ; 

I'll buckle to thy arm his shield. 
And thou shalt head a chosen band ; 
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And I will teach thee then to wield 
His still unconquerM biand. 



VI. 

1^11 point out higher paths to fame. 

Than hadst thou been on Britain's strands- 
There thou, my boy, hadst crawl'd as tame 

As the swoll^ turtle on the sand ; 
But here, all fetterless and firm, 

The eagle's mighty path thou'lt cross, . 
And level with unshrinking arm 

The wandering albatross. 

VII. 

And in the breathless hush of even, 

When the awaken'd moon, 
And all the winking lights of heaven 

Shine o'er the blue lagoon, 
I'll teach thee our old kindred's pray'r, 

That used to stir the bamboo brake, — 
And the great spirit of the air 

Will bless thee for their sake. 

VIIL 

Then turn away thy dizzy eyes, 
Gaze on the western wave no more ; 

Q 
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Look to our own delightful skies. 

And list our ocean^s roar : 
Look to the white shells on the heacli. 

Fair flashing in the blaze of noon. 
And hearken how the low winds teach 

Pale echo their sad tune. 

IX. 
Ay ! turn thee — turn thee to the calm. 

Pure beauty of our isle, 
And see yon strong and stately palm, — 

There shalt thou sit and smile ; 
And in its green and sacred shade. 

Companion^ by the dove. 
Win to thy heart some gentle maid, 

Meet for a chieftain's lore. 

X. 

Thy fearless sire is on the main, 

But we shall never part ; 
Come, dearest rosebud, come again 

To thy fond mother's heart ; 
Well wander through our groves in joy, 

Or sit beside the sea ; 
And I will weave a plume, my boy — 

A warrior's plume for thee ! 



THE SLEEPLES& 

Stabs that^ through the womb of night. 
Bum for aye in life and light ! 
Slumber never veils your sight ; 

O'er time's control 
Eternal^ gloriously^ and bright 

Ye roll, ye roll. 

Storms that down the Baltic boil-^ 
Swarthy fiends ! ye tug, ye toil. 
Fiercely in your mad turmoil 

Ye rise, ye roar. 
Till chaos strides with ghastly smile 

From shore to shore. 

Thunders rattling on the verge 

Of the dark bList, when lightnings charge. 

When fleets go down 'mid surf and surge ; 

The hurricane y 
Which ploughs the clouds — ^whose banners large 

Shadow the main. 

Waves, that wrestle — through all time, 
With all change, and in each clime 
Sleepless, fathomless, sublime — 

Away, away ! 
Q2 
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Whether earth's paauoiiB rare or chime^ 

Or hosts decay. 

Winds, whose wings are ever free ; 
RirerSy rolling to the sea ; 
Time into eternity. 

That slumbers not ; 
And the low wail of misery, 

Too soon forgot. 

The eternal sigh of human woe ; 
Death on his pilgrimage below ; 
The dreams, the living thoughts that flow. 

The spirit's fires; 
Time's dark annihilating blow. 

That never tires. 



SAUL. 



** So David took the spear, and the cruise of water from Saul'a 

bolster." 



Thb stars of the night are abroad on the hill, 
And the moon o'er the wilderness — lovely and still ; 
On the heath of the waste lie the thousands of Saul^ 
The buckler their pillow, the blue sky their pall. 
With his helmetstill braced, and the mail on his breast, 
The proud king of Israel slept on with the rest ; 
The high clouds of midnight the dome o'er his head, 
The moonbeams his torchlight, the green earth his bed. 

Around him no luxury dazzled the sight ; 
But he lay as a warrior should lie for the fight, — 
His brand for a pillow, beside him his spear. 
The spring of the desert his drink and his cheer. 
List ! list ! there are two 'mid the sleepers alone. 
Son of Jesse! now, now thou mightst strike for a throne : 
The foe of thy kin at the last thou hast found, 
Ung^rded, and lone, though his chosen are round. 



« 



Bring his spear," David cried ; '^ ah ! that weapon is 
bright. 
Thou didst deem that its hue should be redder ere 
light ; 
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But fate taoTers o^er thee : erelong his dark wingf 
Will leaye not a wreck of thy power^ mighty king ! 
Not a light in thy domes, nor a smile in thy howen ; 
Not a flame on thy altars, a heart in thy towers ; 
Not a shade of thy hosts, nor a foot in thy halls ; 
Not a hearth in thy chambers, a stone in thy walli." 



■1 



DEATH OF YOUNG NAPOLEON. 



Hb died — thcHreight of blood 

Was not upon his name, 
Nor kingdoms ravaged and subdued 

E'er blazon'd forth his fame. 
Wrapt in a peaceful shroud. 

He sunk again to earth, — 
Tbe last gleam of that thnnder^cloud 

Which shook the mighty earth. 

His sire, in all his power. 

Had o'er his falchion wept. 
Had he e'er dreamt of thalfdark hour 

In which his firstborn slept. 
Ay, he had felt a shock, 

Keen as that mortal thrust, 
When Moscow's flames around him broke. 

And turn'd his crown to dust. 

Where are the mighty ? — where 

The first in conquest's van — 
That comet, whose unearthly glare 

Shower'd havoc down on man ? 
The world was once his slave — 

Its millions bent the knee : 
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A rock now shows the exile's grave, 
Far in the trackless sea. 

MarengOy Austerlitz, 

And Jena, where are they- ^ 
Those dreams of glory, that by fits 

Gilt dark oppression's day P 
They all have vanish'd~«ll. 

Like lightning's transient glare ; 
Go to the Austrian's capital — 

They're lost in ashes there. 

The pride — the power — the nod — 

The majesty — the might, 
That awed the nations like a God, 

Hare set, at last, in night. 
And glory's cheek is pale. 

Her wild eye has a tear. 
As silence tells the only tale 

Now written o'er his bier. 

The only tale ? — ah, no ! 

A million shroudless bones, 
And shrieks of agony and woe 

From lone and helpless ones — 
And many a widow's prayer — 

And hearts by sonrow riven. 
Have register'd his triumphs— where ? 

Before the God of Heaven. 
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OTAHEITEAN MAIDEN'S SONG. 



Whsn the high southern stars began to play 
AboTe the coral reeft of Toobanai, 
And from the sea the rolling moon to climb 
Her gorgeous temple — showering her sublime 
And beauteous lustre on the palm-clad isles. 
That o'er the broad Pacific sleep in smiles — 
A yessel lay along the shelly sand, 
A gallant vessel of the Western land, 
— A barque of Britain. O'er the midnight sea 
Stream'd the red banner of the brave and free ; 
For she was fated to return, when light 
Had oped his warm lips on the cheek of night. 
That pilgrim of the waters, proud and strong, 
Rode on the billows ; while a gallant throng 
Of sunbum'd brows and dauntless hearts, looked o^ 
Her glittering nettings, to that happy shore 
— That green and glorious Eden of the East — 
Where love and life had held perpetual feast. 
And as they gazed upon the palmy beach, 
And listened to the night-winds at their speech, 
A song came floating down the upland breeze, 
And died far out upon the sparkling seas, — 
A low, soft, island song — a measure rude, 
Made by some bard of that sea solitude,— 
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A thrilling passion irom a mourning heart : 
Some hapless virgin fitted now to part 
With the white stately stranger of the West, 
Whose galley rock'd upon the ocean's breast. 
Silence had crush'd the wind into a sigh, 
And stood entranced as rolFd the music by^ 

*' Go," said the love-lorn maid, " and tell 

The fevour'd vision of thy Soul, 
That thou hast heard my last farewell 

From our green island roll. 
And tell her that thou oil hast quaff 'd 

Our friendly bowl, beneath the tree. 
When day went down, and star-lights laugh'd 

Far out on the blue sea. 



<c 



Thy galley was the first that e'er 

Came to us from the unknown West ; 
Oh ! how I watch'd its gallant share 

Plough up the ocean's breast ; 
And saw its mighty wings expand^ 

And shadow o'er the subject brine — 
And heard the shout which my lone land 

Sent forth to welcome thine ! 



€<. 



And thou did'st come, — I met thee. Ay, 
And led thee to my father's bower. 
And bless'd the star-lights of that sky. 
So calm at such an hour : 
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For, oh ! their liTiiig g^ory fell. 
And pictured forth thine own as bright^ 

— llie beauteous on the beautiinl^— 
O God, for iuch a night ! 

*^ I led thee where each fountain blew 

Its music thnough the cocoa tree'; 
And showM thee where the coral grew. 

Up through the shining sea. 
I gave thee pearls— thou hast thenip— they 

Were gifts from young, &om warrior thiongs ; 
I sat with thee at close of day, 

And taught thee our own songs. 

'' Of those blessed moments oft I think. 

When on the wild and waye-wom beach 
I used to sit entranced, and drink 

The music of thy speech. 
I am a chieftain's daughter. Ay, 

Amid the waves where all are free 
Is heard our shout— our battle cry 

Like thunder on the sea. 

** My kin are destined to command ; 

And I, the wild-flower of our isle, 
The proudest plume in mine own land 

Has droop'd to win my smile. 
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My coral gems and Eastern bloom. 

All of our clime, and yirgin art — 
My jeweled locks and shining plume 

Have fail'd to win thy heart. 



** Go — ^go, — and let thy own sweet mouth 

Tell to thy favourite how we parted ; 
Say — thou hast left, in the &r South, 

A lone one broken-hearted. 
And tell her of those evenings bland. 

When stars had left their azure cells. 
How we went roaming hand in hand 

Among the glittering shells. 

** Thou may'st remember, where a knot 

Of palm-trees nod above the wave. 
Where the winds nestle, — ^'tis the spot 

Where I will make my grave ; 
For we have lingered there at even. 

Upon that little mound, and traced 
The pure and blessed lights of Heaven, 

Far on the watery waste. 

** Dream on it ! Ere thy vessel's wing 
Has brighten'd in the morning's flame. 

Thy Unaee will be a thing 
Laid there without a name. 

R 
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And eyen at Pleasure's giddy feast^ 
Thou still may'st think, without a crime, 

Of thy wild floweret of the East, 
Who perish'd ere her time. 

One parting boon, — when I am gone, 

Oh I bid the fiivourite of thy breast 
Pray for the young and hapless one, 

WrappM in her couch of rest. 
Farewell ! Yet — yet— as moonbeams smile, 

While star-lights gem the midnight sea. 
Oh ! turn once more, and view the isle 

That holds thy Unaee. 



TO AN OLD SWORD, 

)G OUT OF THB U08S OF SHERIFF MUIB, AND PRESENTED TO THE 
AT7TH0R, BY BfR M^NISH, AIRDRIE. 

Thbt met ! — *' Oh ! for one hour of great Dundee." 
Thus cried the mountaineer amid the charge 
Of Scotland's best, who fearlessly and free 
Wept rolling onward with the sword and targe. 
The cry was vain : the bonnet and the plaid 
Waved in the van of victory as before. 
And the strong grasp was glued unto the blade ; 
But Albion's leading spirit was no more. 
Yet was the combat glorious, and high 
The pennons of a hundred chieftains stream'd ; 
Clan Ronald's shout. Glengarry's battle cry, 
Lochiel and Keppoch's brands the foremost gleam'd — 
Old falchion of the free. Oh ! couldst thou speak, 
A tale would greet us of that awful day. 
When, 'mid the charging yell — and dying shriek. 
Thy lightning clove the darkness of the fray. 
Ay, thou wouldst thrill us with the battle's wrath- 
Man's strong despair— -the agony of death. 
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NAPOLEON TO ST HELENA. 



Yb are welcome^ dark clifTs ! round ye sweep 

The storm from omnipotence hurrd. 
Ye are welcome^ — ^the eagle and I now will keep 
Our eyry together : fit throne of the deep 

To him who has conquer^ a world ! 
Yet oh ! for the hours that are past. 

And the heroes who stood by me^ when 
The eagles of France spread their wings on the blast, 
And the spirit of death, in his darkness, cast 

A gloom o'er the dwellings of men. 

V 

Once more would the hirelings be mute, 

Who fetter young liberty's wings : 
The sword of my vengeance again would confute ; 
And a wave of my hand, or a stamp of my foot. 

Could dissolve the great congress of kings. 
The hurricane's breath that has told 

A story of ruin, the thunders that roll 
O'er the main of the waters, unmarr'd, uncontroU'd, 
Are the only companions, in peace that can hold 

Commune with my desolate soul. 

Yet I still am a king, though my slaves 
Are freer than those who are gone. 
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llie winds of the desert^ that roam irom their caves^ 
To start up their sleeping companions, the waves, 

Must crouch round the base of my throne. 
The lightning that quarters the sky, 

And the thunder's tremendous breath 
Have echoes, which whisper of glories gone by — 

« 

Marengo, and Jena, and Austerlitz — ay, 
When my spirit rose high oyer death. 

But the exile again may be free ; 

For millions, like lions asleep, 
Are ready to spring on their foes. Could they see 
Some patriot replanting fair liberty's tree. 

No more would the sorrowful weep. 
Yet the proudest who bask in the clime 

Of fortune, though sunk is the star of my fame. 
Would give up their thrones for this dungeon sublime, 
Could they but engrave, on the pillar of time, 

A glory to last with my name. 
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THE TIGER. 



Thou striped destroyer ! by the itr^m 

Of Ganges is thy den ; 
There in the burning twilight beam 

Thou walk'st^ the scourge of men. 
In thy tremendous beauty, thou 

Art monarch of the wood : 
The feeble fly, the strongest bow 

To thy majestic mood. 

Methinks I hear thy fatal spring 

Crash through thy jungly bed. 
And see each terror-stricken thing 

Stand petrified with dread. 
The antelope^ the buffalo, 

The wild horse, shivering mute ; 
The pard away, or weltering low 

Beneath thy mighty foot. 

Or fiercer still, with war's wild sound. 
When hunters mar thy way ; 

With elephant, and famish'd hound. 
To rouse thee to the fray. 

I see thee like an arrow bound, — 
Death in thy blazing eye, 
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Upon the huge intruders round^ 
Who shriek in agony. 

But deadlier yet, I mark thee wait, 

Beside the summer flood, 
The young Hindoo, that comes to slake 

Her thirst in solitude. 
The fair one's lips are at the stream. 

Her dark lock's on the wave, — 
A growl ! a spring ! one piercing scream ! 

She's found a living grave. 

And when, upon the arid plain. 

The battle's thunder has roll'd by ; 
When thousands, 'mid the happier slain, 

Are left alone to die. 
Thou and thy old companions, then, 

The swart Himmal'yan vultures, come 
To that red feast of death, and when 

Ye part, the vale is dumb. 

Anon methinks I see thee prowl 

Towards the river's brink ; 
And, with a short and savage growl. 

Stoop thy proud head to drink : 
While some great serpent o'er thee hangs, 

A column from the trees, 
Now, stately one ! prepare thy fangs ; 

His hiss is on the breeze. 
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'Tis done ! they meet : the mongter swings, 

Sheer from his leafy place, 
Down on his foe : the desert rings 

To their sublime embrace. 
Like lightning flashing to the sky. 

Their starting eyeballs glare ; 
Their fangs of purest ivory 

Are bloody, stretch'd, and bare. 

The giant snake, like some tall mast 

Shoots o'er the forest swells ; 
And, reeling from his foe, aghast 

The tiger panting yeUs : 
When down descending, down again 

The mighty viper flies ; 
They close, they writhe— ^ach on the plain 

A lifeless burden lies. 



THE UPAS TREE. 



EvBy like the first calm mom ere man had sinn'd. 
Fell round the gor^ous solitudes of Ind, 
A liying glory ; such as from the mouth 
Of beauteous summer falls upon the south. 
'Twas a calm^ splendid sunset : earth and sky 
SeemM mingling, as they led her forth to die ; 
The broad Pacific 'neath the lustre glowM, 
The high sun, bursting, like the eye of Gk>d, 
Through the deep curtains of the twilight, flash'd 
Around that dark-eyed Hindooi She had dash'd 
The latest tear-drop from her burning ball. 
Though doom'd, reviled, forsaken now by all. 
There was a time, when her fast-fetter'd hand 
Could win the bravest of her own fair land. 
Those moments have departed : ^neath the light 
That calmly ushers in an Indian night. 
The victim takes her solitary path ; 
Her tyrant has commanded in his wrath. 
That her last couch shall be that glen of death. 

'Twas evening's deepest shadow ; and the moon. 
Though flashing through her bright and spotless noon, 
Was muffled by a low unearthly haze 
That fell like leprosy round all the place. 
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A freezmg creeping horror curdled o'er 

The ToiceleaB solitude. — Aloft and hoar 

The lifeleas crags shot through the sickly air, 

Like brown-rihb'd skeletons, and ghastly bare : 

And from the shaik-jaw'd fracture of a rock, 

like grief's eternal wail, for ever broke 

One thread of streamlet, splashing down the stones, 

And washing drearily unnumber'd bones. 

The Tictim enter'd : nothing met her eye 

But the grey rockwork, and the wide dull sky, 

And the white skeletons that strew'd the ground :— 

She coldly shudder'd as she look'd around. 

The awfiil tree was there : she saw it rise. 

Black as a death-cloud in the mournful skies; 

No leaf was on it, not a single flower 

Courted the journey of the sultry hour. 

A mass of ribs, alone it broke the blue 

Of the lone twilight ; and around it flew 

No wandering wildbird, no delightful breeze 

Piping far up in its own palaces. 

No living thing was near, no motion but 

A dying Tulture's pinions^ from the jut 

Of a dark cliff, that slowly beat the air ; 

And the red terror of its eyeball's glare 

Sent horror through the darkness, as it drunk 

The latest draught of life before it sunk. — 

A panther shivering ere its spirit fled, — 

A dying tiger gasping o'er the dead, — 
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A hideous viper crawling hearily, 
Green as the n^oonshine^ towards that awful tree. 
Warbling in loathsome folds^ with horrid trace 
Moving o'er many a cold and lifeless face. 
Nought else was stirring in that fearful glen : 
No sound, no sight, but stiff, decaying men. 
And death, and images of terror. She — 
That dark-eyed victim of foul tyranny- 
Went reeling to the fatal plant, — ^with brain 
That stagger'd 'neath the poison, and the pain 
Of early hopes and recollections. Now 
She leans against the tree her throbbing brow. 
And bending up her dim, dilated eye. 
To take one farewell look of earth and sky. 
With one sharp shiver — one soul-bursting sigh — 
Sinks, and expires. 



TO THE MEMORY OF THOMAS MUIB, 

YOUNGBR OF HT7NTEBSHILL. 

Fraud has ber altars^ where her votary kneels ; 

Power has its cells^ its yictims, racks, and wheels; 

Tyrants their slares, to plunder, bleed, and die ; 

And kings their crowds, who flatter, fawn, and lie — 

The world the stage on which the game is play'd, 

Where states are fetterM, or a fiend obeyed. 

But oh ! amid each rude or gentle clan. 

How hard to find a patriot and a man [ 

Yet there was one whom freedom's self might trust, — 

Brare without fierceness ; without cunning, just ; 

A conscience spotless, and a spirit mild ; 

In worth a patriarch, and in guilt a child. 

A mind whose elements so justly mix'd, 

On whose fair forehead heaven's own seal was fixM, 

That truth might have embraced a brother pure. 

And on her altar writ the name of Muir. 

Cursed be the servile herd who pawn'd their oath. 
The blotted sons of luxury and sloth, — 
Creatures whom nature fashion'd with a sneer, 
And bade the wretches crawl without a tear ; 
Dull, dark, unfeeling things without a heart ; 
Cold blocks to make the honest gazer start ; 
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Masses of matter fetterM from their birth ; 
An ounce of spirit with a ton of earth ; 
With minds of granite^ comfortless and dead ; 
With brains of water^ and with thoughts of lead* 

' Such were the men who sent beyond the wave 

A noble spirit to a stranger's grave ; 

Because he dared^ in persecution's rage^ 

To blunt oppression's sabre of its edge : 
^nd in defiance of each despot's plan^ 

Walk with the hope — the dignity of man ; 

Because he strove against the bigot'i yell 

To prop a falling empire ere it felL 

Undying chief! — ^methinks I see thee roam 
Far irom the arbours and the eyes of home ; 
Meththks I see thee^ 'neath the torrid blast. 
Pause o'er the wither'd visions of the past, 
^ Leaving thy couch when nature is asleep 
To watch the broad moon rise upon the deep ; 
And stretching thy dim eye across its breast^ 
Fly with thy hopes and blessings to the west : 
Thy early dreams^ which like day's closing smile, 
Float brightly round thine own romantic isle. 

He died — his enemies have pass'd away. 
Who met and triumph'd on his trial day ; 
Oblivion shadows with her wings of gloom 
Each pamper'd minion's epitaph and tomb ; 

S 
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Their names are dnouded in eternal rust ; 
Weeds of the wild haTe mingled with their dost. 
Not so the martyr to the people's causOy 
Whose hlood has purified a nati<m's laws ; 
The sun will die ere darkness fall on him. 
And systems wither ere his fame grow dim. 

The judge has now been judged— the eternal God 
Hath call'd the proud ones to their last abode^ 
Where slares of office, and a pensioned frown. 
Where antiquated forms, and ermined gown. 
Have no arail. Where pageantry and pride. 
And all the pomp of power is flung aside. 
They, with their blotted names and musty zules. 
Which long haro sheltered knares and daisded fools, 
Can not avert the great Avenger's curse. 
Nor cozen justice with a venal purse. 

Freedom now rises as the storms disperse. 
And walks across the groaning universe^ 
Godlike erect, as she was woishipp'd once ; 
And with the lustre of her eagle glance 
Transfixing on their old and rotten thrones. 
The palsied pests of power — earth*s mighty ones ; 
Blinding the despots with the rays of thought. 
The people's magic ; tyrants now are caught, 
As vipers are o'er-mastered, by the sun 
Of star-bom liberty, which flashes down 
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O'er all the &ir emancipated earth': 
Mind now is mind as at creation's birth ; 
Truth's voice at last the highest throne assails, 
And justice sheaths her swerd, but holds her scales. 
No more religion towers to coyer fraud, 
Or despots ape the attributes of God, 
To mar his sacred image ; — now the ray 
Of the long sung and promised sabbath day 
Dawns on creation ; nature looks in youth 
In this bright age of reason and of tiuth, 
When power at last has fail'd to shelter guilt, 
Or knaves to guard the shrine their dupes have built. 
The Hydra-headed pests that sway'd the world, 
Error and fear, from their high thrones are hurPd ; 
No more the bigot'« torch can scare the mind 
Back to its cell :^that giant, like the wind. 
Strong, free, and fearless, travels in its might, 
The rolling universe in life and light. 
Like living comet,— gathering in its way 
The Gie, the beauty of our new-bom day. 
No longer monks dare fetter in the dark 
A Galileo, till the sacred spark 
Is quench'd in night ; no longer dare they doom 
The bard who sings of freedom to the tomb. 
For such a glorious change, ye patriots, thank 
The banish'd brave, and from the foremost rank. 
Select your friend who perish'd in their van, 
'And with the name of J^uirr-oh, reverence man ! 
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THE END^A DREAM. 

MsTHOuaHT creation's brow was wan^ 

Earth's thousand thousand cities old ; 
That o'er the countless tribes of man 

A million years had roll'd ; 
Justice her sword had sheath'd^ its edge 

Was useless now to scare the view ; 
Death with a keener blade had cut 

Life's latest fibre through. 

Her awful yoice of doom was hushed, 

No longer weigh'd was good and crime — 
Her beam was snapp'd^ her scales were crush'd^ 

Beneath the tramp of time. — 
Such was the scene : methought 1 trode 

A gallant bark, — and we 
Were drifting lonely as a cloud. 

Far o'er the lonely sea. 

By luscious isles, and deathless bowers. 

And coral reefs we past. 
And solitudes, whose wanton hours 

Ne'er shiver'd in the blast. 
By trackless woods — and continents. 

We swept on snowy sail, 
Round Coromandel's cape, and caught 

Rich China's summer gale. 
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Down through the wide Pacific^ down 

Our gallant bark was bome^ 
When, sweeping to the west, we turn'd 

The peaks of wild cape Horn ; 
And up that mighty world we drove 

Whose green savannahs sleep 
As gentle, and as measureless. 

As the unbroken deep. 

Its lakes lay one unmoving mass, 

Blue worlds of sparkling light, — 
Like heaven when clouds break up and pass 

Upon a moonlit night. 
We came to Greenland's solitude. 

Where floods no longer roll ; 
Where all things stand, as nature stood 

Ere Grod had form'd her soul. 

Death was on earth : we heard the groan 

Of the vast multitude. 
Whose homes were in the deep ; it roll'd 

And shook the solid flood. 
We heard it : and around our bark. 

Where'er we steer'd or lay, 
That dismal howl, like hell's great voice. 

Ascended night and day. 

So clear the sea, beneath its surf 
We saw the red sand glare, 
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As if ten thovaaiid thoimnd yean 

Each rib had rested there^ 
And nerer changed; while eoldiiMl white 

Amid their furrowi, gleamM 
The bones of the old dead, whose flags 

Had o'er the billows stieam'd* 

Dully dead, and roiceless hung the sky 

Abore our sheetless mast : 
Silence had wandei^d through the clouds. 

And made each rorer fast. 
There was no ripple on the deep, 

Ko echo in the breeze ; 
But meagre death seemM bound, upon 

The glassy crested seas. 

The dancing flood of winds and streams. 

The cloudlets of the west. 
Like marble n^ns now were heap'd 

On their dead mother's breast. 
None wander'd, none were floating, all — 

As gathered by some spell — 
Were passionless, without a speech, 

Like captives in their cell. 

And high above, the travelling birds 
Were strangled, — and they came 

Down on the wave in countless herds^ 
The savage, and the tame. 
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I aaw them shivering round ray feet ; 

I felt a moment's motion, 
'Mid nature's stiUnefls, when they heat 

With sinking wings the ocean. 

No human yoice through all the drear, 

Dull, dead creation spoke : 
Time now seem'd dreaming on his ^ar. 

Whose fatal point was broke. 
Hope like a spectre met our yiew 

Amid a world of dead, 
With winding sheet iiMtead of wings, 

And cypress round her head. 

Death hung aboye our shatter'd shrouds, 

Amid the still abyss ; 
He spread his swart hand from the clouds. 

And claim'd the world as his. 
The fleets of empires strew'd the deep ; 

The yaliant, that of old 
Had steer'd them like the thunder on, 

Lay sinewless and cold. 

It seem'd as if the mighty mind 

Of the great uniyerse. 
Had yielded up the ghost, with all 

The terrible and fierce 
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Of nature's dwellen. — Ha ! a form 

Is starting from the sea. 
Like the first fringe-work of a storm. 

Sullen and loweringly. 

A phantom ship, dim as the night 

When by the sick moon kiss'd. 
When hoirid crags are looking out 

Between the bars of mist. 
She seem'd to our distempered yiew, 

Amid so many fearful sig^s. 
An island floating o*er the sea. 

With many a league of pines. 

No hull, no deck had she. Her spars 

By millions towering high. 
Like a huge leafless forest, sprung 

Between us and the sky ; 
And round and round the dead sea shriekM, 

As she came snoring on ; 
She passM the latest moving thing, 

And earth skiing round alone. 

How mournful is thy voice, world ! 

Thy tribes in darkness lie ; 
Death's bitterness with them is past. 

But thou hast still to die. 
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fhe rosy light of mom is hid ; 

Night falls upon the sea : 
Yet since time ope'd creation's lid. 
What change has swept o'er thee ! 

Of the unnumber*d hours, that shone 

Upon thine aged pall. 
Each silent solitary one 

Brought hope and death to all. 
Vast generations rose, alas ! 

Ruled, sinn'd, were swept away, 
As silently, as clouds that pass 

Athwart an April day. 

They walk'd their hour, they had their share 

Of being's fitful fever — 
Of joy, of happiness, and care. 

Then stole away for ever ; — 
The broil, the battle, and dismay. 

Affliction's cold and cheerless sum : 
Death has traversed his realms of clay. 

And made the wild ones dumb. 

Where mad ambition sat, and nursed 
Strange dreams of many a throne and crown - 

Those baubles of the world have burst : 
Ay, time has struck them down. 
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Religion's vait and mystic plan. 
Hoods, creeds, and altan deeply stain'd, 

Where torture oft oonrerted man. 
And kept the dottard chainM ; 

The battle field, whose gory name 

Was trump'd by dupes and sUtos a&r, 
Till fiends, creation's curse and shame, 

Became men's leading star, — 
Are Toiceless now—And all unsung ; 

The serrile bard, and courtier sly, 
Have ceased to fawn^^r lift the tongue 

To flatter— or to lie. 



THE END. 
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Ji'orth,—*^ Mj ingeidous friend, Dugald Moore, of Glasgow* 
whose Poems are fiSl of uncommon power, and frequently exhibit 
touches of true genius." — Blackwood's Mag, 

** In these offerings of the first fruits of his poetic aspirationi^ he 
has shown a fineness and delicacy of feeling worthy of Campbell, 
and a mastery over poetical expression, of which we haye seen no 
example since the death of poor Shelly. The whole, indeed, is 
stamped with the unmistaken marks of real genius." — Caledonian 
Mercury, 

** There is much fine poetical spirit displayed in these Tolumes, 
and passages of no common power and beauty. The reader who 
peruses them will not fail to feel the truth of this remark.**—- 
New Monthly Mas, 

<* Most of the Poems busy themselves among the loftiest and 
"grandest subjects of human contemplation, — thosp being assuredly 
uie dass of subjects which require tne rarest powers to illustrate, 
without degrading them. The author has often handled them 
solemnly and fine, and they are not without originality in thought, 
sentiment, and imagery ; and the Sonnets really surprise us with 
the mixture of grace and grandeur which they contain.'* — Londom 
WeeUy Review. 

** Had these volumea appeared twenty years ago, they would have 
stamped their author at once as a poet of no mean eminence. His 
blank verse possesses great poetic beauty. Mr Dugald Moore has 
been gifted by nature with a chip of the genuine block — he has 
genius, the due cultivation of which will, in due season, bring its 
own sufficient great reward. "t—JE^tn^rg/i Lit, Gaz, 



" It is no small pmiie when we say, Mr Moore, in several of 
his piecis, hits extiuoted the iiiciiieiils and nmplifieil the iiarnitions 
«»f Scripture without diluting them ; the exiTutiun is his cmii— andit 
is nut unworthy the (grandeur of the subject^;. Many of the pieces 
of these volumts liuve heen seldom if ever surpassiil ; there is a 
rapturous enthu>iasm in all our nuthor*s desi*riptiuns of nature, 
which marks him a true poet. His deli nefit ions are mpid and 
animated— swelling the imagination, and bringing Tividly his 
ideas before the mnid of the reader.*' — Christ. Inst, 

** Mr Moore's volumes are stamped, from beginning to end, with 
that ablest of all attributes — genius. There is throughout an un- 
common facility of versifiivtion, and copiousness of imagery ; and 
in some places, a strength, and even a sublimity, of conception, 
rarely to oe met with. They are volumesof a very* uncommon liind, 
and contain more real poetry, tluui any thing which has issued 
from the Glasgow press for many years." — Gla^^mo Free Press. 

** TheM are ultogetiier uncommon volumes. They iiave many 
traits of genius. These are marked, indeed, with a distinctneiS 
that leares nothing to doubt; and since the publication of Mr 
Kennedy's * Fancies,* no Scottish works have more incontestibly 

Iirored their author to possess the fire of poetic inspiration. The 
ofty expatiulion of a philosophy whiui discovers the subtlest 
enences of truth — because that is simply the Poetry of every thing 
-^f « the meanest flower,' or * mighty Thebes *— is his. ' He is 
meditatlTe, creative, and intense ; and tlu^se are attributes of a 
grade of genius, that can afford to want many of the gmces, and 
all the prettinesses of manner and of style.'*— Sco/x Tunes. 

** The pieces which make up these volumes, are of a very \'ari(*d 
kind, but none of them cim be called common-phu^e, either in suh- 
ject or hantUing, while many of them are of uncommon fun'e and 
lire indeed, ami give deciiled indicinioiif of a genius wiiieii will 
reinv further culture. " — tHasgoiv Herald. 

**^lie predominant charac*teristic of his mind is intensity. 
There is no rapid play of fancy — no crowding of images in iiis 
verses. AVe do not mean, that there is not variety of imagery, hitt 
merely, that there is not that redundancy so frn'^uently met wiih 
in young poets. His images are, however, for the niost part, 
beautiful and impressive. The whole of his writings evince an 
energetic mind ; and where energy is, there can be no duubt of 
ultimate success.'* — tktinburgh KiYning Po^t. 

** The leading characteristic of Mr Moore's style is its strength." 
^Edinburgh lAterary Journal. 

** These volumes contain many fmeand highly poetical thoughts 
and images; and wh<it is a much rarer pniise, not a few that are 
in a great measure original." — Weekly Review. 

" The author possesses ciipabilities, which he lias only assiduously 
to exert, in order to insure a poeliuU reputation, wiiich some of 
his at present prouder rivals may come to envy."^/i^. Gazette. 



:■ 



i: 







■ 


1 




This book should be returned^^P 
the Library on or before the last date 
stamped below. 

A fine is incurred by retaining it 
beyond the specified time. 

Please return promptly. 


! 










1 


k 


LI 




1 







